The King of the Macabre speaks out! 


Funky, Punky New York Photographer 
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As you look through this magazine 
you’ll see ads for many mail-order video companies 
but there’s only one #1: 


Video Search of Miami ¿e #7 


ACCORDING TO AN INDEPENDENT SURVEY CONDUCTED BY THE EDITOR OF DARK WATERS MAGAZINE, A RESPECTED ON-LINE NEWS SERVICE 
VIDEO SEARCH OF MIAMI RATED #1 AMONG ALL VIDEO MAIL-ORDER COMPANIES IN THE WORLD. CHECK WEB FOR RESULTS 
http://super.zippo.com/~drkwatrs/resources/mailorder.html 


Video Search is the Largest & Best 
Mail Order Company In America* 


as recommended by FANGORIA, PSYCHOTRONIC, SHOCK CINEMA, 
VIDEO WATCHDOG, BRUTARIAN, AXCESS, SHOCKING IMAGES and WIRED! 


plus VSoM is also acclaimed by VIDEO HOUND MOVIE GUIDE, 
the WHOLE EARTH CATALOG and COUNTER CULTURE HANDBOOK! 
and Video Search Of Miami is the ONLY underground mail-order company 
endorsed by LEONARD MALTIN in his MOVIE & VIDEO GUIDE BOOK! 


lf you're looking for ac] 979 а #7 in SELECTION 
ЕН films of Jean Rollin...| B | 


THE LARGEST SELECTION IN THE USA! 


MORE THAN 12,000 TITLES IMPORTED FROM 
EVERYWHERE IN THE WORLD 


CL: #1 in SHIPPING 


VSOM IS THE MOST RELIABLE IN AMERICA, 


VIDEOS ARE ALWAYS SHIPPED WITHIN 2 DAYS 
NO EXCEPTIONS 


ы ‘hee < | . #1 in SERVICE 
Sy 


VSOM 15 МОТ А FACELESS COMPANY; 
PERSONAL TELEPHONE CORRESPONDENCE 
AVAILABLE DAILY FROM NOON TO 6 PM 


Michael Weldon says 


in Psychotronic Video Guide: 
9 "This is the first place to look for 


Ë Ax E К. Au rare and uncut foreign horror, 
d VSoM has an exclusive deal exploitation and music videos.” 
with Director Rollin himself! 


E-MAIL: VSOM@aol.com 


Video Search of Miami: 


| PO Вох 16-1917 Miami FL 33116 (888) 279-9773 | 


І 
TOLL FREE NUMBER fi 
VSoM accepts all major credit cards 
VISA, DISCOVER, MASTERCARD 


and AMERICAN EXPRESS 


"IF IT'S NOT IN ENGLISH, WE'LL SUBTITLE ІТ!” 


WRITE, CALL or E-MAIL FOR FREE 70 PAGE CATALOG 
CHECK OUT OUR WEBSITE: HTTP://WWW.VSOM.COM 
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Frances” Issue 
“To have Баа FEATURES- 
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, taste опе EJ Katrina Del Mar Glenn Danzig 
\ mus t first Well, well, well, well, well, well, well, “Мића!!!!! Tell ya chillen not ta look 


\ wish І could get me a photo shoot with та way!!!!!!! Tell ya chillun not fly 
\ have Very a nekkid Kembra Pfahler. TWA!!!!! МОТНААААААААА!!!!” 

N good Clive Barker -Glenn Danzig's ia pars jd m 
` taste." Master of Horror, M.C. of the Macabre, not really, just kidding. 


Caretaker of the Creepy..... and І сап The Quadrajets 


tell you personally, a real swell fella “Say, you sure gotta purty mouth. And 
—John and a great shot with a handgun! a real fine Hemi Big Block!” 
Waters FICTION- COMICS- 
The Infernal Optimist Magic Whistle 
Takes Flight by Sam Henderson 
by Ivan Lerner Maakies 
A sk by Tony Millionaire 
by Julie R. Good Critique Funnies 


— by Bob Gorman 
COLUMNS EVIEWS- 


On Manor's Mind 6 Pack Theater by Ozzy 
| by Stately Wayne Manor Audio Depravation 


Confessions of an Adult gq Brvtarian Library 


М Ы Р мий Р 
Video Vixen by Ariel Hart apal Bul wi toe Pope 


| ARTISTS- -Bridget Evans - Hey, Winona Ryder wants 

| -Matt Maguire - A finer half-naked gentle- her borfriend back. 
J| man in foam rubber armor you'll never meet. -Bob Gorman - "I'm a little teapot, short 
Қ -Pat Redding - Pat kicks so much ass the art and... waitaminute! Fuck you! | ain't short!” 
director fired himself to hire her. -Tony Millionaire - The finest bastard ever to 
| -Mark Poutenis - Ass Monkey extrordinaire. get on "SNL"! Millionaire 9 mindsping.com 
Mpoutenis Q aol.com -Sam Henderson - Not only is he actually of 
қ : -Danny Hellman - He's fault for the Olsen drinking age, һе can bench press 375lbs.! 
— 3 Twins. DannyHellman Ә mindspring.com Reach him at Mwhistle  aol.com 


Mark Poutenis 


BRUTARIAN is published quarterly by Odium Ent. Articles & artwork copyright ©1998 by their respective authors unless otherwise noted. 

Editor/she-male afficianado: dom salemi Ап guy/practically married: mark poutenis Slumming psychophants: ivan lerner, john oliver, geoffery mcnutt 

Saving grace: The Elephant Riders, courtesy of Clutch, Baltimore, the Man In Black's Ring of Fire and the Wizard's Jet Hater Web Page 
e-mail: brutarian 1 тоя (new address! take note!) 


SUBSCRIBE TO BRUTARIAN! Only $12 per annum. All checks payable to dom salemi. 


back issues --- $6, which is incredibly cheap for bird cage liner. 


FOR SUBMISSIONS AND SUBSCRIPTIONS: PO Box 25222 Arlington, Va 22202-9222 


MAGIC WHISTLE SAM HENDERSON 


WHEN 700541 “WHO WANTS LOOK, EVERYBOPY! IVE | 
Got А PORNO MAGAZINE. 
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My Fellow Americans: 

Alright! Alright, already! Let me give you 
the gory details. Once you’ve heard them, 
you'll understand why “I did not have sex 
with that woman, Monica Lewinsky” was a 
truthful statement. Okay, she gave me head 
but she didn't swallow. You call that sex? | 
think not. Hell, there isn’t a guy in the world 
who would disagree with me if they were 
being totally honest. And yeah, okay, | 
stuck it up her ass but | had a condom on. 
You can't feel anything with a condom on 
so how can you be said to be having sex, 
which is all about feeling, when you can't 
feel anything? The same goes for the 
prostate massages Monica liked to give me. 
She had a rubber glove on and she could- 
n't feel anything. So if she couldn't feel any- 
thing how could she be having sex with 
me? Ірѕо facto, if she wasn't having sex 
with me, how could | be said to be having 
sex with her? Right? Right. So lets put this 
all behind us and let me get back to what- 
ever it was that | was supposed to be doing 
before Monica and her ripe, full mouth 
made life impossible for me. 


Wild Bill Clinton, The Ovary Office 


Ah yeah, 
This is Johnny here to tell you that | have 
been hired by The President Elected to 
argue before Congress should impeachment 
become a terrible, terrible reality. | have 
spent considerable time forging a defense 
and | think after many a midnight lucubra- 
tion | have winnowed it down to this: 

If the bitch done spit 

You must acquit 


IF she didn't swallow come 
The case is over before it begun 


Semen must have gone down the throat 
Otherwise, you lawyers get your hats 
and coats 

Johnny Cochran, Racecard, CA 


Oh my God, 

| did too. | did too believe he never touched 
that black-hearted bitch. | believed it right 
up until the time he told me he did the dirty 
deed with her. Yes, | did. And why, in light 
of all his past philandering. Alright, Il tell 


you why? God, I’m so embarrassed, but 
this is why you'll know it's the truth: 
Because her ass was twice as wide as my 
big ass that's why. Jesus H. Tap-Dancing 
Christ, you figure if the President of the 
United States is going to fuck around he'll 
pick somebody whose rear end is just a 
wee bit smaller than a Volkswagen. 

Hillary Clinton, Wynette, Ark 


Dear Editors: 
What am | from Minsky-Pinsk? You think | 
sucked his litle thing all day long while he 
sang that "I'm A Litle Teapot” song over 
and over again? Or that | stuck his best 
Havana cigars up my hidey hole while he 
ruined my best party dresses with his gunky 
stuff? Or that | made poopy in my panties 
poopy in my panties while he fed me bran 
flakes? Well | did, so there. | mean he did, 
so there. Wait, | mean he didn’t so | did, so 
there. No, | mean so there | did and he did 
so | didn’t there. So there he did while | did 
what I did so there he . . . 

Monica Lewinsky, Idiot, CA 


Hey, 

| don’t get it. Where is everybody? 

Where's Dean? And Sammy? That bum, 

Lawford? What, he take a powder? 

What's going on? | give three large for 

some guy to tell me what's goin’ on. | love 

some guy to tell me what's goin’ on . . . 
Frank Sinatra, Hell 


Dear Sirs: 

Forgive this somewhat jejeune query but I 
feel | must ask you a simple question. Well, 
simple to minds nurtured in an atmosphere 
where the free play of ideas is a given and 
beauty is seen as something akin to truth. 
Truth of course also a relative term but one 
that is thought of as a close relative. Maybe 
even as a sibling or a parent. For the 
French, however, truth is never relative; it is 
an epiphany, a blinding bolt of light on the 
Road to Damascus. Ordinary words, like 
the ones | am about to employ in asking my 
question, will therefore not do. As the truth 
is new, a new way of speaking is needed to 
describe that which is profoundly original. 
Which leads us back to where we started, 


only now questioning the questioner. With 
apologies therefore to the French and beg- 
ging their pardon at my having a little joke 
at their expense, | will now ask my ques- 
tion. And my question is this: Isn't the sen- 
sation of a huge phallus continually batter- 
ing away at your intestines just impossibly 
exquisite? | mean once you've been taken 
that way you really can't ever have enough 
can you? Even Baudrillard, normally the 
most impossible of men, and a closet het- 
erosexual, stopped with the 
Deconstructionist baby talk and began to 
coo like a homing pigeon when the subject 
was broached. 

Or is that breached? Oh, someone 
please stop me before | get started. 

Gore Vidal, Gay Baths, NY 


Youse, 

Youse no wheres | can get some pussy? 

Мо, not pussy. Really stinky pussy. Like a 

woman. А woman's stinky pussy. Pussy 

woman's pussy. Wit the hair all stinkin’. 

Stinky pussy. Almost stanky. Stinky stanky. 

Yeah!. Stinky, stanky pussy. Youse no where 

itis? That is where | can get some | mean. 
Micky Rourke, Stinkystanky, NY 


Sirs: 
Awtully bad bit of luck last year, our losing 
our dear Diana. We do miss her ever so 
much. But it’s not like she was seeing a 
white man was it? So really it was, in the 
long run, all for the best. Indeed, if she had 
continued to carry on in that fashion - 
an Arab my God, an Arab - we would 
more than likely have had to do the job 
ourselves. 
Queen Elizabeth II, 
Tower of London, England 


Yankee Dog: 
How you say in your country - “Look out, 
BOOM!!!"? Ha, На, Неее. 


Osama bin Laden, Head Muckety-Muck 
International Islamic Front for Jihad Against 
The Jews and Crusaders, 

Khartoum, Sudan 


The hike up five flights of stairs to photographer 
Katrina del Mar's East Village inner sanctum is well 
worth the trip. Mainly because she's waiting at the 
top. Through del Mar's skilled camera lens, a rock chick like 
Kembra Pfahler (from The Voluptuous Horror of Karen Black) resem- 
bles a naughty schoolgirl and a spiked peroxide stud looks cuddly 
and vulnerable sprawled on downy bed quilts. She makes the Florida 
Everglades look holy and a dilapidated Manhattan tenement look like 
а church. When del Mar photographs "freaks"—the tattooed, the 
pierced, the profoundly punked—the images are sensual, strong, 
stark and sensitive simultaneously. She is the unofficial chronicler 
of underground urban life. 

Del Mar has been profiled in mainstream rags like TIME OUT NEW 
YORK and THE VILLAGE VOICE. Her snaps have graced CD covers, 


4 


books and magazines across the world, including France and 
Germany. There have been exhibits at New York venues like CB's 
313 Gallery, Squeezebox and the Mark | Chester Studio in San 
Francisco. BRUTARIAN editor Dom Salemi saw del Mar's work and 
had to have her. We finally caught up with her one gray, rainy after- 
noon while she waited for a cable guy who never showed. Del Mar 
seemed slightly uncomfortable being the center of attention without 
a camera in hand. She fiddled with her nose ring, offered to make 
tea, put on a Muffs tape, shucked out of her Harley Davidson T-shirt 
and tried to change the subject several times. But after a while, we 
were just two chicks sitting around a Formica kitchen table, bullshit- 
ting. Here’s what was said: 


DEL MAR: 
today. Wait, let me take a Ginkoba. 
BRUTARIAN: Not a chance. What's 
the difference between a voyeur and 
a photographer? 

DEL MAR: There's very little differ- 
ence. Except a photographer gets to 
take something away with them. 
Something emotional as well as phys- 
ical. The finished product—which is 
the print itself—legitimizes the 
voyeurism. 

BRUTARIAN: How did you begin 
taking pictures? 

DEL MAR: My brother had a dark- 


room as a teenager. He had a home 


I hope I sound smart 


lab, the whole bit. My dad lent 
me his camera and І started shoot- 
ing all the time. Everywhere 1 
went. I snapped shots of my 
friends, everything І saw. I put 
them in an album and looked at 
them every so often. At some 
point, it occurred to me that they 
were pretty good. That was about 
ten years ago. 

BRUTARIAN: When did you make 
it a career? 

DEL MAR: About four years ago, I 
decided to get serious. Three 
years ago, I started trying to make 
money from it. 


BRUTARIAN: How did you come up 


with the name ‘Katrina del Mar’? 


DEL MAR: I invented it in high 
school, when I was studying Spanish. 
One of my friends’ uncles said 
Katrina del Mar could only be the 
name of a stripper or a Mexican 
movie star. 

BRUTARIAN: Or a photographer. 
What type of work do you do most- 
ly? 

DEL MAR: Album covers, CD covers, 
publicity shots for bands. But a lot 
of my pictures are just for me. I'll 
shoot friends who come over for a 
visit or shoot a situation that just 
pops into my head. 

BRUTARIAN: Whats your favorite 


photographic subject? 
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DEL MAR: I don't know. 
Im not if I can 
answer that... like shoot- 
ing myself. I prop a mirror 
behind the camera and 
pose. As a photographer, 
I'm the only one I really 
trust to shoot myself. And 
sometimes, I'm the only 
person around to shoot. 
BRUTARIAN: So, people 
! are your favorite subjects? 
DEL MAR: My shots tend 
to be of people, yes. 
y People in a natural setting, 
NN in some place they feel 
comfortable. I do a lot of 
portrait shots and publicity 
shots for bands. They're 
| either done in my studio 
loca- 


sure 


or on 
| tion. I guess 1 
M prefer loca- 
tion work 
because 
there's always 
an exciting 
variable, the 
great 
unknown. 
Sometimes I 
take photos of 
bands during 
live perfor- 
mances. I’ve 
also been 
playing 
around with cityscapes 
at night. 

BRUTARIAN: Your work 
is so creative and imagi- 
native. You have the 
knack for making 
unconventional people 
like transexuals, drag 
queens and street punks 
appear vulnerable and 
even approachable. You 
strip away apprehen- 
sions and portray your 
subjects honestly. 

DEL MAR: Thanks. I 
believe that a photogra- 
pher either obscures 
details or brings them 
out. I’m not into flaws. 


I'm just into making people look 
beautiful. Whoever they are. 
However they look. 

BRUTARIAN: Do you know how 
you're going to pose a band immedi- 
ately, the minute you meet them? 

DEL MAR: Sometimes we have con- 
versations beforehand. ГІ just ask 
them, ‘What do you want? And so 
many times, the answer is, ‘We want 
what you do. Just do what you do.’ 


BRUTARIAN: And what is that exact- 
ly? 

DEL MAR: Most often, ІЛІ shoot peo- 
ple in my home. I put them into my 
life. A girl shaving her legs in the 


bathtub is a repeated theme. I like it 
because it's real. Once I put a punk 
guy in the bathtub with a rubber 
ducky. It worked out really well. 


Horrible Beauty: Del Mar's studies 
of the one and only Kembra Pfahler of 
The Voluptuous Horror of Karen Black 


BRUTARIAN: Kembra Pfahler naked with iced coffee is 
great. She looks so rough and hard until you notice that 
her big toe is poking out of her argyle sock. It humbles her 
in a way, makes her vulnerable. 

DEL MAR: I enjoy gender blurring. I’m not into changing 
people from one sex to another but I do seem to portray 
the girls tougher and the boys softer. I'm really pleased 


with that shot of Kembra. She's a friend. She 
came over one afternoon when we were both 
rushed. W ad a half hour to do the 
photo session. She had a cup of iced coffee, 
stripped and sat on a bench. That was the first 
shot of the roll. It’s one of my favorites. Even 
my mom likes it. 

BRUTARIAN: What was your childhood like? 
DEL MAR: I was the youngest of three, so | 
was the little princess of the family. Working 
class. New Jersey. І had a good childhood 
but I had conflicting influences. My mother's 
side of the family was thrifty and practical 
while my dad's was flamboyant and artistic. 
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BRUTARIAN: | like to say Im а 
product of my parents’ worst 
traits. How do you see your- 
self? 

DEL MAR: Somewhere in 
between. I used to have a 
business card that read, 
‘Hausfrau, bad ass, mystic.’ It 
described me to a T. I love 
cooking, giving parties, feeding 
people, making them feel 
good. If you come here during 
a party, you'll actually see me 
wearing an apron, serving 
chicken wings. 

BRUTARIAN: Back to your 
photographs, is there usually a 
lot of preparation time 
involved? 

DEL MAR: I'm not a big scien- 
tist. I like it quick and off the 
cuff. I usually just go by 
instinct. Sometimes it works, 
sometimes it doesn't. I just 
shoot and leave the rest in the 
hands of God. 

BRUTARIAN: | think the emo- 
tional aspect of photography is 
something you can't learn. 
Either you have the eye or you 
don't. You definitely do. But 
how did you learn lighting and 
the technical end? 

DEL MAR: I'm basically self- 
taught. When I was living in 
Florida, a friend got me into 
modeling at a photography 
workshop there. While I was 
posing, I was listening. I took 
mental notes of everything the 
instructor said. I never took 
photography classes in college. 
I studied German literature at 
NYU before I dropped out. 
But that was before I got seri- 
ous about photography. I did 
take a class at the International 
Center for Photography but 
that's about it for technical 
training. Did you ever pick up 
a photography magazine? Its 


u 1 Don t hate them because they're beautiful. they're The Lunachicks 


like trying to read Greek. It’s impossible to understand. rainy outside. I decided to shoot him out on the street, 
BRUTARIAN: So, many of your best shots are by chance. wearing this crummy, plastic crown. 

DEL MAR: You can say that. Some things you just сапт BRUTARIAN: That's a fantastic shot. One of my favorites 
plan or predict. For example, the night І was going to Much of your work is done in your own backyard, so to 
shoot a friend at my place, it was so beautiful, foggy and speak. What's the furthest you've ever traveled to take а 


ош Europe. 

BRUTARIAN: You've lived all over 
the U.S., haven't you? 

DEL MAR: Florida, the Midwest. I 
was in Wisconsin for awhile. There 
are lots of freaks in Wisconsin. I 
seem to gravitate toward them. I 
consider myself to be a freak. 
BRUTARIAN: А friend of mine lives 
near Baraboo. 

DEL MAR:  Baraboo's a cool place. 
That's where Ringling Brothers 
Circus World Museum is. Did you 
ever go? 

BRUTARIAN: No. But I always 
wanted to. What's it like? 

DEL MAR: Pretty interesting. Also, a 
bizarre guy used to live near 
Baraboo. He built a huge machine 
that was supposed to project his 
soul into heaven. You can see it 
from the side of the road. It's in a 
junkyard now. 

BRUTARIAN: What happened to 
him? 

DEL MAR: He died. I’m not sure 
what happened to his soul. 
BRUTARIAN: What have you been 
up to lately? 

DEL MAR: I had a show at 
Squeezebox called, ‘Girls, Trash and 
Rock & Roll.’ The response was 
great but I forgot to put out the 
price lists so I didn’t sell anything. 
My most recent gallery show was 
‘Pseudo Kin’ at P.S. 122. I came up 
with the concept when I realized 
that a lot of the people I’ve shot 
strongly resembled each other. So, 
out of curiosity, I shot them togeth- 
er. For example, Theo from The 
Lunachicks and Toilet Boy Miss Guy 
could pass for sister and brother. 
BRUTARIAN: От sister and sister. 
DEL MAR: | also self-publish book- 
lets I call ‘Plushtoy Picture Books.’ 
They’re collections of some of my 
photographs. I have about 6 of 
them so far. The latest is called 
“Tattooed Women.” My ‘Plushtoy 
Catalog’ lists all the things I sell, 
picture? from refrigerator magnets to stationery, calendars, T-shirts 
DEL MAR: Тһе Stereophonics flew me out to Wales for a and fine art matte prints. Dr. Ducky DooLittle and I also 
shoot. They’d seen my work and liked it enough to jet did a bondage picture book called ‘Who Touched My 
me across the Atlantic. They were extremely happy with Monkey.’ It’s pretty funny and hot. 

the outcome. So was I. They used the photos through- BRUTARIAN: And you still have time to take pictures. 
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love to shoot. Especially 
in New York. Га ask 
them if I had the balls. 
Га feel like а sleazeball 
approaching them but 
my intentions are good. 
BRUTARIAN: You're 
often labeled as a 'les- 
bian photographer.' 
Does that bother you? 
DEL MAR: I don’t like 
being placed into a cub- 
byhole. It’s very limiting. 
Im a photographer who 
happens to be a lesbian. 
I prefer not being labeled 
at all. Being gay flavors 
who I am. I look at life a 
certain way because of it. 
But it doesn't limit me. 1 
Theo from Lunachicks and Toilet Boy Miss Guy don't photograph only 
from Pseudo Kin д I women. I don’t hate 
: men. What kills me is 
that most of the male 
fashion photographers in the busi- 
subject? ness are gay yet they’re not labeled 
DEL MAR: Many things. I as ‘gay photographers.’ Why should 
look for the romantic, Ibe? 

beauty, danger. BRUTARIAN: Do you think your sex- 
BRUTARIAN: Life seems uality comes out in your work? 
different through 
your camera lens. 
Your cityscapes are 
intense. You can 
even make Florida 
look incredible. Not 
like a picture post- 


What do you look for in a 


card but eerie, 
haunting. 

DEL MAR: At the 
right time of the 
evening, everything 
looks gorgeous 
down there. The 
sky is incredible. 
The air is like a kiss. 
I just try to capture 
that visually. 
BRUTARIAN: Do 
you ever go up to 
people on the street 
and ask them to sit 
for you? 

DEL MAR: 1 see so 
many people with 
great faces who Га ғ 
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DEL MAR: It must. Anyone's should, right? I think my daydreams, my 
spirituality, also come through. 
BRUTARIAN: Do you consider yourself a religious person? 
DEL MAR: I'm not into religion, although I was raised a Catholic. But I 
embrace pieces of Catholicism which I admire. Catholicism is one of 
the few major religions which has women as major figures. Female 
saints are just as important as male saints and Mother Mary car- 
ries a lot of weight. Religions like Judaism and Islam tend to 
denigrate women. I'm not down with that. 
BRUTARIAN: Where do you hope to be in five years? 
DEL MAR: Га like to be financially comfortable. Га like to 
have a book of my photographs published. And Га like to 
have a working studio. With assistants, archivists, the whole 
| bit. And of course, Га like to have happiness and peace. 
BRUTARIAN: You seem pretty happy right now. 
DEL MAR: lam. I want to stay grateful for what 1 have. I’m 
working at what I love and making a decent living. I’m in a 
great relationship. We took a long drive this past weekend and 
I realized that I laughed all the way there and all the way back. 
There's something to be said for that. Yeah, life is sweet. 
° 
Visit Katrina del Mar's Web site at 
http://www.bway.net/-katrina. 
To order a Plushtoy Catalog of del Mar's work, send $1 and a 
5x7 self-addressed stamped envelope with 55 cents postage to: 
Plushtoy Productions, 
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Clive Barker is 
a modern day 
Midas of the 
fantastic. А 
writer of extra- 
ordinary vision, : 
he ehanged the 
face of contempo- 
rary horror liter- 
ature with his 
revolutionary 
short-story col- 
lection, The 
Books of Blood 
(1984). and has 
since then gone 
on to establish 
himself as one of 
the genre's most 
original. provoca- 
tive and inspired 
authors. 
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BRUTARIAN: What was your 
strongest, most profound fear as a child? 


CLIVE BARKER: You know I’ve 
lived in.Liverpool, it’s a very working class 
city with au 
BRUTARIAN: . ..dréadful tiver, eh? 
BARKER: Yen, with a dirty, dirty 
river. I had a perfectly sane upbringing, but 
my major fear curiously was being mur- 


dered, and that was because my grandmoth- 
er, my father’s mother, who was Irish, had a 


Т 


very morbid imagination and one of the 
things that she would like to do was to talk 
about grisly and ghastly things, not necessar- 
ily to the children, but in the childrens’ pres- 
ence. And so, very early on I got the idea 
that the world was not a particularly safe 
place and that people were being murdered 
on every street corner, which of course is not 


the case. But, you know, children have 


strange impressions; when a woman who ` 
you trust as Í trusted my grandmother would 
talk about terrible things I would listen. And 
then, at the age of ten, the boy living two 
doors down from me, who was a bully and I 


a 
ШИШИШИ 


BRUTARIAN: What about now? What ' # 


, 


ling powers. I feel as 
t of books to write, a 

lot of stories to tél 
paint; and I’m watching the arc of my life; 
akes, and I know that i 


these stories are very important to me now 
tise very often there are 
biblical, religious roots to the stories ГІП 
2 telling, images of Eden, images ofthe | 
P Apocalypsé, images of seduction and temp- 
tation asd damnation and.redémption. When 
I diséóvered the poet:William Blake, that 
ag а revelation tà me because he was à: 
¢ man who was'essentially self-taught, w 
u< ) the Christ story on lits 0 
terms. Не once said about.oné-óf his gre 
mies: “We 


my family is Irish.and’the other sidé 
n, and there угете“ lot of morb 


: any, intéréstingk 
, part-Tüali ұм e ie side of the family š 
ation; she is a great 


éty morbid imagin 
he would like to, 
as the way people were buriéd, s 


k“about funeral details: Her bi 
where the clocks would ti 


by the fire and telling terrible tales. it, I came to them because I wanted to, not 
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are...personal, that they belong to each person 
who reads them. So when I came to these sto- 
ries, it was because I wanted to. 


THE NEW YORK TIME BELLING AUTHOR OF IMAJICA 
AND THE GREAT AND SE HOW 


BRUTARIAN: I don’t suppose you sub- 
scribe to any of the major religions now? 


BARKER: I suppose I would come close to 
being Catholic. If I was going to subscribe it 
would probably be that, although I' m very fond 
of the Greek Orthodox [version of] Christianity 
because there is wonderful theatre in it; I love 
ceremony, I love ritual, I love the music, I love 
the words, I love the profundity of the senti- 
ment. Physically, the Greek Orthodox Church 
is a magnificent thing. 

But you're right; I would find it hard to sub- 
scribe to any of the major religions now. It is 
almost as if no one needs too. 

God is everywhere, holiness is everywhere. 
It's possible to get up early in the morning and 
brush your teeth and be thinking about God. 


BRUTARIAN: Mystery writers or 
romance writers are seldom asked “Why do 
you write this stuff?", whereas with horror 
writers it is almost always the first question 


l . THE FIRST BOOK OF THE i АЈА 
that springs to mind. Would you саге to try and 


define for us the appeal that horror has over you? Some o f Barker's | THE HELLBOUND 


BARKER: Can we look at the word “horror” books, including the А” 27 HELURATSER > 
and analyse it and see what we mean by it? It Hellraiser graphic 

seems to me that the term “horror” is only loosely novel from Epic 

applicable to books like The Thief of 
Always, Sacrament or Imajica. It’s cer- 
tainly more applicable to my earlier work 
and of course to the films that came out of 
it. Now, to answer your question, I sup- 
pose I would have to go back to my 
grandmother’s tale-telling by the fire; 
there is a part of me, a part of everyone of 
us, which is always thinking of things we 
are not supposed to look at the forbidden, 
the taboo, the business of violent death, 
the business of insanity and obssession, 
the business of sexuality. In our culture, 
the culture of the West, but I guess this 
applies to world culture in general, we 
tend to make a division between the things 
we can speak of in the presence of others 
and the things we can’t, that we are afraid 
of speaking about, perhaps because they 
go so deep into us, because they are so 
private. And I think that my job as a story- 
teller is to go to those places about which 
other people don’t particularly want to 
talk, and talk out loud. It fascinates me. 
You know, I don’t have the ability to 
write about conventional reality, the way 
my imagination works. If something tells 
me to look away, that’s when I look most 
clearly. And so, the business of horror, the 
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want 
to talk 


of the physical body as horror fic- 
tion very often is, and very often 
also about sexual motives, it seems 
to me that as an author I have to be 
as honest as I can about this impor- 
tant element in my nature. If I 
want to talk about what happened 
in a mortuary honestly and freely, 
then I want to talk about what 
happened on a bed honestly and 
freely. And I don’t want to feel as 
if there is anybody coming 
between me and my reader 


as far as I’m concerned. I refuse to 
be censored. It has [been attempted] 
Ifl a couple of times; someone said: 
“You know, I don’t think you 
should say that, it’s too graphic, it’s 
too strong.” 


about what 


happened ina 


BRUTARIAN: 
your reaction? 


And what was 


mortuary honestly and 


freely, then I want to talk 
about what happened on a bed 


BARKER: It wasn't very polite; 
“Fuck off!” [laughs] They never 
won that argument. 


honestly and freely. 


business of the forbidden has been since my 
earliest beginnings my preoccupation. I 
don’t believe there is anything in the human 
experience which an author should not talk 
about - I believe it’s our responsibility to 
talk about these themes, and the more people 
tell you not to talk about them, the more 
important it becomes [to actually do]. 


BRUTARIAN: One element I enjoy а 
lot in your books is the way you write your 
sexual scenes. It seems to me that in most 
horror books you can describe the most hor- 
rible murder in glorious gory detail but 
when it comes to sex it’s either non-existent 
or just plain unconvincing. Do you think that 
the horror genre is largely a puritan genre 
when it comes to sex? Why is it important 
for you to portray sex in such a realistic 
manner? Have you ever been asked by a 
publisher or editor to tone a sex scene 
down? 


BARKER: І think that what you talk 
about in this question 15 very interesting. 
You are right, in a lot of horror fiction sex is 
presented in a less graphic and realistic way. 
I am a vey sexual person. Many of the things 
which drive me in my life have to do with 
sex and physical pleasure and the sense that 
we are sensual beings. In a form of fiction 
which is very often about the vulnerability 
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BRUTARIAN: I think that 
nowadays you are in such a position of 
power that you can afford to say “fuck off!” 
to an editor or a publisher who wants to cen- 
Sor you. 


BARKER: Ycs, I am, but even in the 
beginning, Bill, there was a story in The 
Books of Blood, called "In the Hills, the 
City", and my agent and my editors all said: 
“Don’t publish this story; it has a gay con- 
text, it has a graphic gay lovemaking scene. 
Just don't do it.” And all I said was: “I’m 
doing it, so if you don't want to publish 
the book, I’m taking the book away.” 
And in the end they published it, and it 
won prizes everywhere and I still get a 
lot of mail about that story. So, I don't 
trust the voices that tell me “Don’t do 
that!” T think it's very important to go 
with your instincts, to trust your 
instincts, even if they send you treading 
in a territory where other people don’t 
want you to tread. 


BRUTARIAN: To thine own self 
be true, then? 


BARKER: Absolutely. I think that, 
in a way, that’s the only certainty I have 
as a creative person, because I’m defi- 
nitely not going to trust the reviews - 
one person likes the book, another per- 


because that's a sacred relationship 


son hates it, so what am I going to do with 
that? All I can do is sit at my desk and be as 
clear-headed about what I want to express as 
I can be; of course, when you look back at 
your books you always wish you had been 
more clear-headed, but what matters is doing 
it in the moment of writing. What am I try- 
ing to express here? Can I express it clearly 
and economically and evoke a response 
from the reader? And having done that, you 
want to take it through the editorial system 
and use those notes from the editor that 
make sense and ignore those that don't, and 
hopefully you will end up with something 
which communicates strongly and clearly 
with the reader. My editors have always 
been wonderful, helping me focus my ener- 
gy to the right path to really get the maxi- 
mum effect. Now, sex is very important to 
everybody, anybody, and I don't think it's 
treated very well in imaginative fiction; I’m 
not talking just about horror, but also about 
science-fiction and fantasy. By and large, 
the imaginative genre tends to be a little bit 
behind everybody else in their sexual poli- 
tics, in their view of the richness of human 
sexuality. You know, you can pick up a lot 
of sword & sorcery books and their attitude 
to women would not have been out of place 
in the 1940s. 


BRUTARIAN: To what would you 
attribute that? 


BARKER: I think there is a fear of sexu- 
ality, especially of female sexuality, but gen- 
erally of any sexuality that is a little away 
from the white, straight male's point of 
view. Most fantasy is written by white, 
straight males. You see it a bit now, what 
with women science-fiction and fantasy 


/ 


е 


writers coming along, gay writers coming 
along, but not to a large extend. I think that 
the white, straight male’s kind of imagina- 
tive fiction will do anything it can to dimin- 
ish the power that sexuality has, particularly 
female sexuality. One of the things I’ve 
written about often is the power of women, 
the power of the Goddess. /тајіса is a novel 
devoted to that idea, to the rise of the 
Goddess; The Great Secret Show and 
Everville contain very strong female charac- 
ters; my new novel, Galilee, also has a very 
powerful female character; Sacrament has a 
gay male who is very comfortable with his 
gay sexuality - I think that as an Outsider, 
and I do feel like an Outsider, its very 
important to be putting very different points 
of view in front of readers, that it isn't just 
playing into the same old prejudices. 
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BRUTARIAN: In horror fiction this 
fear of sexuality is expressed with a revul- 
sion towards the physical body. 


BARKER: 
ing thing: there is absolute revulsion and yet 
there is also a strange fascination. A great 
model of this ambivalence is the figure of 
Dracula. Dracula represents the terror of 
sexuality, this creature coming to your bed- 
room and there is no defense against it. On 
the other hand he is also a profoundly 
charismatic figure, and we as audiences go 
to the movies to see him, not Van Helsing. 
“Van Helsing: The Movie" wouldn't be par- 
ticularly successful [at the box office]. Why 
are we drawn towards this figure of forbid- 


Yes. And here's the interest- 


den sexuality? 
Ithink that 
what you point- 
ed out is true. In 
the written 
word, and in 
some instances 
in the movies as 
well, physicality 
is very often 
represented in a 
very repulsive 
way, and the 
body as some- 
thing that's out 
of control. The 
other thing 
which is being 
dramatized here 
is the con- 
trol issue, 
the idea 


í 5 
that the body is something that is con- 
stantly conspiring against us because we 


can’t completely control it. Sex controls 
us. Sex controls our bodies. 


BRUTARIAN: Well, in my view 
it’s not even an issue of complete con- 
trol. Sex is where we lose control of our 
bodies. 


BARKER: Absolutely. But it con- 
trols our will. The sexual need pushes 
us to do things, to make choices, to 
behave in certain ways; and there’s a 
part of us that’s scared of that, but also 
there’s another part that wants to relin- 
quish our power, that’s saying: “OK, 
I’m going to suspend my intellect, I'm | 
going to suspend the rules of the worka- 
day world and I' m going to live in a 
place of sensuality for a while." One of 
the interesting things about horror fic- 
tion is that it very often expresses this 
ambivalence. If this form of fiction (and 
"horror" is used in the broadest sense here) | 
has one great piece of social significance, is 
that in this century when the rules are sort I 
of falling apart, political rules, social rules, 
religious rules, rules that would've been 
immutable іп our parents’ times and аге 
now protean and flowing, perhaps in а 
way that makes us fearful, horror fic- 
tion should be so popular. Horror fic- 
tion sort of says: “The world is gov- 
erned by sensible rules, by powers 
which are internal to you and exter- 
nal, which you have to accept, to 
open your eyes to and see. 


BRUTARIAN: I guess this 
relates to most horror writers giv- 
ing their stories a happy ending. 
Do you think this is a market-dic- 
tated decision (in the sense that 
readers expect a catharsis)? 


BARKER: There is a conven- 
tional kind of horror fiction which 
very much deals with happy end- 
ings, deals with wrapping things 
up, deals with... 


BRUTARIAN: 
endings. 


...cathartic 


BARKER: Exactly. I don't 
favour those because I think they 
are a lie! I don't think life is like 
that. The truer catharsis is in the 
moment of embracing, when you 
say: “You know, this ambivalence 
simply describes my life - there no use in 
trying to destroy it. It is a description of a 
protean human being who is aging, who is 
changing, who is falling in love, who is 
falling in lust, who has a bad stomach and a 
headache. [laughs] That’s who I am, so what 
the hell is the use in trying to run away from 
that?” In my case, horror fiction is a way for 
characters with whom audiences can hope- 
fully identify can go and confront these 
things, to say: “Oh, I see, the issue is not 
about destroy- 
ing these 
things, but 
about rec- 
ognizing 
them and 
accepting 


them for what they are.” I think а happy 
ending is where you are honest, and there is 
a terrible dishonesty in the idea that you 
control the demon out. The demon is you; 
it’s an expression of your fears and your 
hopes, your excesses, your decadences. 
Maybe I’m more in love with my monsters 
than other authors are. 


BRUTARIAN: You have often set your 
stories in such a way that the reader has to 
embrace his/her fears, “embrace the mon- 
strous" as you’ ve said yourself, and thus you 
have often called for the celebration of 
beings or creatures that are —literally or 
metaphorically speaking— outsiders. Why is 
this celebration such an important element 
of your work? Is it because, as you men- 
tioned above, you also see yourself as an 
Outsider, because you feel like an Outsider? 


BARKER: Well, I’m a gay man who to 
some degree has always felt like an Outsider 
to a culture which is not a culture that's par- 
ticularly fond of gay sexuality, even though 
it’s much more liberal than the culture I was 
born into in the ‘50s. So, right off the bat, I 


а аа 


feel like I don’t belong in the status quo, but 
I also see that the status quo lets people 
down constantly; people who want to live 
ordinary, straight lives end up being let 
down by the very system which they are 
supporting. I don’t think that the despiritual- 
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ized, dehumanized culture in which we live, 
the McDonald’s and Disney culture, does 
our internal lives, our mythological lives any 
favors at all. In other words, to be a type of 
Outsider in this culture now, is to be looking 
inside at a plastic world, and certainly I 
think it’s easier to critique that world if I 
don’t belong to it. 


BRUTARIAN: Sometimes you can see 
more clearly if you take a step back. 


BARKER: Yes, but in my case I don't 
think I took a step back, Bill, because I was 
never in this world. In Hollywood where I 
live now there’s a lot of having lunches with 
people, a lot of going to parties... 


BRUTARIAN: The whole PR thing, I 
guess. 


BARKER: Yeah. And I will have no part 
of that. Гтп certainly not very good at it, I 
don’t like it and I feel a little weird about it; 
I don’t want to be a part of the problem, I 
want to be a part of the solution, and the 
only way I can help solve the problem of 


the...plasticity of our world is by writing, by 
painting and by making my work, so I stay 
where I can do that, which is at my desk, in 
my studio. ГІ venture out when I need to 
sell a book or exhibit paintings but the rest 
of the time my job is to be here and imagine. 


BRUTARIAN: One can discern a com- 
mon thread in a number of your novels and 
stories (The Thief of Always, The Last 
Illusion, Weaveworld, etc.) and that is the 
distinction between true magic and illusion. 
Why is making this distinction so important 
to you? 


BARKER: This is a very good question 
and, by the way, not a question I’ve been 
asked before. It's really interesting. As a 
religious person I believe the world is 
charged full of wonderful, miraculous things 
and that part of our duty as creative persons 
is to talk about that magic and that wonder. 
What I’m trying to do in my work is to make 
the readers suspend all their prejudices about 
the world; I want to be able to say to my 
readers: *Everything you thought you knew, 
everything you thought was certain and 
fixed and immutable, for the time you read 
this book isn't. For the time you read this 
book miraculous things are possible; some- 
times horrible things are going to happen, 
sometimes wonderful things will take place 
and sometimes the terrible things will turn 
out to have wonderful results. So don't 
judge anything for the time you read 
this book." And my hope is that in the 
time they read my books a little change 
_ happens within them, so maybe the 
day or the week after they finish it 

_ something is percolating, a little seed 

| has been sown. Now, the distinction I 

| want to make between “magic” and 
"illusion" is that I believe people are 
constantly being fed the idea that a 
Walt Disney film is full of magic. 
Bullshit! So many of the wonderful, 
magical, poetic possibilities of fiction 
and image making have been degraded 
by this culture, have been reduced to 
tricks to sell hamburgers. So, the dis- 
tinction I want to make in my fiction is 
essentially the difference between the 
trick that is being used to sell more 

_ hamburgers and what it really means to 
: look in your dog's eyes. 


| BRUTARIAN: So you would 
1 agree that most people have been con- 
ditioned to accept illusion as magic? 


BARKER: Completely. And very 
often for totally commercial reasons. 
The illusion is being sold to you because 
that way you will buy another ticket to 
Disneyland. But that's not magic... 


BRUTARIAN: Where do you find true 
magic in real life? 


BARKER: Well, looking into my dog’s 


touched them the way Ray he 5 


work touched me when T'was their age, you. 


omething Wicked This*Way Comes 
tian. Chronicles, I сап” Üremem- 


ary times on the one hand and 
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rewards, right? | 
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times, the high times and the vision- point you made in Sacrament? 
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BARKER: Yes, Sacrament was my 
attempt to address [this point] in a form 
which didn’t sound too preachy. I don’t 
feel that my job as a writer is to make peo- 
ple feel as if they’re being talked down to. 
It began with the image of the polar bears 
in Hudson Bay; I’ve seen those films, I’ve 
seen images of these beautiful animals in 
the garbage bins of Churchill, and I found 
it so distressing —these huge, exquisite 
and very dangerous animals with their per- 
fect white fur dirty and filthy with human 
garbage— that image stuck in my head for 
about two years; I thought: “Тһеге” 5 some- 
thing here, something I want to write about 
which 15 about the point at which the 
Outsider, who in this case is the polar bear, 


encounters the human world. I couldn't fig- : 


ure it out until I realized that I also wanted 
to write about a gay man, who is also an 
Outsider. And then it hit me: Hey, I know 
what this is about, it’s about a gay photog- 
rapher chronicling the [fate of endangered 
species]! And when that happened, wow 
man, I had such a wonderful time! [laughs] 
There were two or three days, Bill, where 
everything suddenly fit into place; it was 
great, it was magical. 

Going back to what I was saying about 
the fig tree, the natural world provides us 


Books of Blood 


with so much that is miraculous and yet we 
live lives in which we are being fed such 
tacky images of nature; we are given our 
chicken in the form of something which is 
already skinned and cut and wrapped in 
plastic; we are given our mice as always 
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having big black ears, big red noses and lit- 
tle waistcoats on, courtesy of old Disney. 
There is a very complex and glorious con- 
nection between us as human beings and 
something which is not human, which is 
other; something which can be as close as 
our dogs, I mean, our dog is totally...other. 
Do you have any pets? 

BRUTARIAN: [have a cat. 
BARKER: Even better with the cat. You 
spend some time with your cat and he/she is 
living its own life. I mean, it’s putting up 
with you because you’re feeding it. They 
have their own vision of the world and 
they’re living in it and, yes, you are a part of 
it, but only a part. One of the things I hope a 
book like Sacrament does is to talk about 
what it feels to be inside the animal, so 
when Lord Fox has those conversations with 


Will [Rabjohns] he sort of says: “I’m behav- 


ing like a human being to you right now, 
I’m talking to you and whatever, but don’t 


get me wrong, I am an animal and if you 


were dead now I would eat your genitals.” 
[laughs] There’s a wonderful straight-for- 
wardness about it and it was really wonder- 
ful to write that character because I was able 


to express the casual cruelty of this animal. 


SUMO 


BRUTARIAN: Tell me a bit about 
Galilee, your new book. From the back 
cover blurb it seems as an effort to gather in 
one book all the different approaches you 
have used so far. 


BARKER: Galilee is a 900-page roman- 
tic epic about two huge American families, 
one of which, the Gearys is sort of loosely 
based on the Kennedys, a family that rose to 
power and prominence in the Civil War and 
they are a massively influential and rich 
dynasty, and the other family is a much 
more secretive family, the Barbarossas, who 
are essentially a magical family of semi- 
divinity and have lived secretly in America 
since the beginning of the nineteenth centu- 
ry. The prodigal son of the Barbarossas is a 
man called Galilee. 


BRUTARIAN: Hm, this will be tricky 
to translate into Greek, because Galilee is a 
female's name in Greek. 


BARKER: [| love that! That's so great, 
because he's a bisexual so he'll be perfectly 
comfortable with that. The other thing about 
the Barbarossa family is that it’s a mixed 
race. Galilee's mother is black, his father's 
white, and he is a prince, an extraordinary 
man who hates his parents for reasons the 
book makes clear. He has built himself a 
boat and he sails around the world, seldom 
setting foot on land, and when he does, he 
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does it for one reason, which is he visits this 
island to make love to a woman, Rachel 
Pallenberg, the wife of Mitchell Geary. 
After her wedding, Rachel discovers that 
she's in fact more in love with Galilee and 
so the book is a constant battle between the 
two families, in which the lovers —sort of 
Romeo and Juliet like— are trapped 
between two families that have a profound 
hatred for one another, the roots of which 
the book brings to light. I loved the book 
partly because I loved the romance of it. 


BRUTARIAN: That's great. Do you 
have any closing words for your Greek read- 
ership? 


BARKER: Yes. One of these days you 
have to invite me over there, Bill, because 
Га like to meet my Greek readership. 


BRUTARIAN: You're welcome when- 
ever you like. 


BARKER: Only one thing we didn't 
touch upon. The cool thing for me is that my 
books are now out in 23, maybe 24 lan- 
guages, and there is a universality in this 
material which I think is particularly specific 
to fantastic life. 


BRUTARIAN: Would you say it tran- 
scends language? 


BARKER: I think it does. I 
hope that for my Greek read- 
ers, as I hope for my Japanese 
or my German or my English 
readers, that the images in my 
books work because they 
bypass the specifics of their 
culture. Are you familiar with 
the Joseph Campbell book, 
Hero with a Thousand Faces? 


BRUTARIAN: Of course. 


BARKER: Campbell is a 
cornerstone revelation to me. 
He was one of those people 
who made me realize some- 
thing I had not understood, this 
great commonality of mythic 
forms. As a writer, that was a 
revelation. [I realized that] if I 
write about a hero, I’m writing 
about all heroes! I’m delighted 
to hear you loved doing the 
translation of The Thief of 
Always because that’s a book 
that’s entirely about these 


mythic forms. What is it like to be a child? 
What is it like to be captive? What is it like 
to have the times you’ ve spent with your 
parents stolen away from you? And that’s 
the thing which makes it very important to 
me to be talking to you, just as it is impor- 
tant to me to be talking to my Japanese pub- 
lishers - it’s the universality of the story that 
makes the point. 


You can visit Clive Barker’s web site at: 
http://www.clivebarker.com 


Bill Babouris can be contacted at the follow- 
ing e-mail address: 
diceman@hol.gr 


All artwork (except bookcovers for The Theif of 
Always, Son of Celluliod, Hellraiser, Hellbound 
Heart andThe Great and Secret Show) by Clive 
Barker. Copyright Clive Barker. 
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Glenn Danzig is nothing if not diverse. 
His relatively humble beginnings found 
him in the role of lead singer for New 
York area punks the Misfits. From 
1977 through 1983, they brought a 50s 
horror comic frenzy to the stolid, no- 
future-serious world of punk. Where 
other bands took their cues from the 
Sex Pistols and the Clash, the Misfits fit 
neatly into the New York niche dug out 
by the likes of the Ramones and the 
Plasmatics. 

As he got older, Glenn Danzig 
compartmentalized. His music got 
more serious and far heavier. The EC 
horror comic influence no longer had a 
place in his music. To express this area 
of his artistic psyche, he started his own 
horror comic company. To maintain his 
sway over his own personal history, he 
gained control of the old Misfits 
masters and formed his own 
independent label to keep them in print. 
To expand his visual repertoire, he 
acted in movies, including the second 
edition of The Prophecy films. 

But his complexities go beyond just 
performance or artistic concerns. Glenn 
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interview by Hank Bordowitz 


Danzig has an interesting world view. 
For example, as a legal formality at the 
beginnings of interviews, reporters 
generally let subjects know they’ re 
being taped ask something like, “Do 
you mind if I tape this?"....... 


Danzig: I don’t care. Hey, the 
government does so you can, too. 
Brutarian: Y ve never had anyone say 
that before. 


Danzig: Гтп cynical about a lot of stuff, 


art by Pat Redding 


about how governments work and how 
things really are and what really gets 
things done. What gets people really 
motivated to do the things they do. 
Brutarian: What do you mean by 
“what gets things done?” 

Danzig: In the world. It’s so all 
encompassing, it’s hard to elaborate. 
The world is what it is. 

Brutarian: How is that reflected in 
your music? 

Danzig: You can see the rebellion in the 


music. It’s me telling everybody to go 
fuck themselves. Like big 
corporation people can think 
they’ ve got the world in their 
pocket. All it takes is one 
person’s bullet to end their 
misconception. 

Brutarian: You don’t have any 
label affiliation these days. 

Danzig: We're finally getting off 
of Hollywood records, then we’re 

going to pick a label. We've got a 
$ few offers. We have to pick one. 

M It's not just Danzig, it's a whole 

N bunch of stuff. I've got stuff back 

from American records as part of 

my settlement with them. I don't 
want to speak prematurely 
about the Holly wood thing, 
but I might be getting my 
stuff back from them, 

also. This involves a 
lot of stuff. Plus 
my own label, 

which I pulled 

from Caroline a 
while ago. It's not 

an easy deal to 

| do. 

Brutarian: What 
was your own 
label? 

Danzig: Plan 9. 
I put out all the 
Misfits stuff, all 
the Samhein 
stuff, the Black 
Aria stuff. 
Brutarian: So 
that is pretty much 
out of print? 
Danzig: Yeah, I 
pulled it from 
Caroline, all the 
Samhain stuff and the 
Black Aria stuff. 
We’re trying to put it 
all together in a big 
package deal. Which is 
what was supposed to 
happen at Hollywood, 
but Roy Disney, I 
guess, freaked out 

about us getting a 
label. 

Brutarian: Danzig 

and Disney (the 
company that 

owns 
Hollywood 
Records) 
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always struck me as a weird match, 
with that sinister edge to most of what 
you do. 

Danzig: It’s better than having a soft 
edge to it. 

Brutarian: Where does that sinister 
edge come from? 

Danzig: І don't know. Maybe things 
I see about life and how things are. It 
comes from all that stuff. 

Brutarian: How long has it been 
since the last Danzig disc? 

Danzig: About a year and a half. 
Brutarian: It seems longer, somehow. 
Danzig: Then you must be on drugs. 
Brutarian: Well, yes I am, but that's 
neither here or there. Have you done 
any writing for the new project? 
Danzig: We've been rehearsing. 
We've got eleven songs down on tape. 
ГІІ sift through another twenty, 
twenty-five Гуе written and pick 
another five or six so we have some 
b-sides and things. Then we'll go and 
record at the end of the month. 
Brutarian: So wherever you land, 
you're ready for the studio? 

Danzig: Yeah, 

Brutarian: When do you think you'll 
have an album out? 

Danzig: V m hoping we'll have a 
record out by the summer. 

[Ed. note: Due to production delays 
by our drunken, shiftless Art Director, 
this interview is 3 months behind 
original schedules. Our apologies] 
Brutarian: That quick? 

Danzig: Well, every Danzig record 
pretty much, basics get done in four to 
seven days, and then we'll overdub. 

It doesn't really take long, unless 
you're using Rick Rubin. 

Brutarian: Dissing Rick Rubin has 
become a national pastime. 

Danzig: You get what you give. 
Brutarian: He used to be such a nice 
guy. 

Danzig: I still think he's a nice guy. I 
mean, I don't know if everyone 
should be able to say screwed up stuff 
about him who hasn't worked with 
him or been on his label. For as many 
fucked up things I can say about Rick 
Rubin, there's alot of good things I 
can say about him, too. No one ever 
asks me. No one every asks me to do 
that stuff. They only ask about the 
negative stuff. They don't ask about 
the positives. For one thing, when 
Rick wants to, and he's really got his 
act together, he's probably one of the 
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best producers out there. As far as 
running a label, if he really wanted to 
run American properly, I think he could 
have. I don’t think that he was paying 
attention. That’s why we left, and 
Lords of Acid and a bunch of other 
bands. We weren’t getting paid 
attention to. I think, at the time we left, 
we were the biggest selling band on 
American records. To have your 
biggest band not happy, and then not 
deal with it, that’s not good. And when 
it’s an ongoing thing, and you’ re not 
dealing with it for years and years and 
years, eventually something is going to 
happen. And that’s what happened. On 
the other hand, he’s a really nice guy. 
Brutarian: Y ve known him 
since the Rush days. He had 
huge ears even then. 

Danzig: Rush? Oh, like Def 
Jam when it was with Rush 
management. I thought you 
meant the band for a second. 
We actually signed with Rick 
when it was still Def Jam, 
and he and Russell were still 
partners. 

But, yeah Rick is cool. 
Brutarian: Are you going to 
produce the new album? 
Danzig: Y m not sure yet. ГІЇ 
co-produce. I’m not sure if 
I'm going to produce it 
totally. I may co-produce. 
It's too early to tell right now. 
Brutarian: In the meantime, 
you seem to have built up 
something of a publishing 
empire. 

Danzig: You know, one of 
the reasons I started the 
company, is after the show I always do 
a signing on the bus for the fans who 
line up. A lot of them have tee shirts 
with comic book characters. I' ve seen 
that all along. We sign autographs for 
all the fans at the end of the night on the 
bus. If 3,000 people line up, we sign 
3,000 autographs. We talk to them all 
and they all have either comic book tee 
shirts on, or video game or the music, 
or whatever. Most of them play video 
games, like music and read comics. But 
not like Batman. More like Sandman or 
Faust or stuff that Simon Bisley did, 
some of his characters, and of course 
Lobo and Wolverine. Things like that. 
It's all there. I'm just shocked that it 
took people this long to put it together. 
The connection is definitely there. 
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Brutarian: Do the music and the 
comics impact on each other? 

Danzig: Not yet. I think I’m going to 
change all that. What I’ve done for the 
first time is I’ve just linked up the 
Danzig and Verotik web sites, so people 
pulling up the Danzig site will see the 
Verotik site, and people pulling up the 
Verotik site will see the Danzig site. So, 
we’ll see what happens and how it 
impacts itself. 

Brutarian: You'd think most people 
would make that connection. 

Danzig: You'd be surprised how many 
people don't know that I’ve got a comic 
book publishing company, and that 
there are all of these crazy, wild 


characters and books. 

Brutarian: Do the comic book people 
know that you make music? 

Danzig: Some do, some don't. A few 
people just show up at comic shows and 
hand you the book, you know what I 
mean? Some of them are older people, 
too, and they really don't know. It's 
weird. But, I would say, for the most 
part, most people know. 

Brutarian: Tell me about Verotik. 
Danzig: What can I tell you about it? 
The first book we put out was a 9 x 12 
of thirty all new pencil illustrations — 
not sketches — by Frank Frazetta. It 
actually turned out pretty well. So 
we're pretty happy about that, being it 
was our first project. Verotika is an 
erotic horror anthology and it's pretty 


mature. It's for mature audiences and 
most of the writers are like Nancy 
Cowling, Graham Morrison, people like 
that. People who do stuff for novels, 
and then we get a bunch of artists like 
Simon Bisley and Teddy Christianson. 
Each issue usually has two different 
erotic horror stories. Satanika kicked 
off a little later. Simon and me did the 
Death Dealer book which he's already 
started, based on Frank Frazetta's 
character, the Death Dealer. That's an 
oversize, kind of like a Dark Knight 
book. Each issue comes out whenever 
they're done. It won't be a regular 
series but it's kind of an ongoing series. 
It's like a each issue comes out 
whenever it's done and can 
be Return of Death Dealer 
or The Blood of Death 
Dealer, you know what I 
mean? Something like that. 
x It won't be number one or 

à number two or anything like 
that. 

АП our books аге on 
really good paper and done 
by the really good people 
* doing computer color so it 
» should look pretty good. 

What we do is unlike 
what all the other companies 
do. Like DC or Marvel? 
We don't do what they do. 
We're coming from a little 
| harder edge, and we're not 
scared to deal with certain 
subject matter, and deal with 
it in a more mature, 
cartoony, comicy way. We 
don't have anybody running 
around in tights. 
Brutarian: Or very nearly anything at 
all.... 

Danzig: Sometimes. For the most part, 
a character is what it is. If it’s primal, 
then it doesn't seem to need clothes. If 
it does need clothes, then it does. 
Sometimes if it's a real person, yeah, 
it's going to need clothes. But if it's a 
satanic creation, then I don't think 
usually they come clothed. 

So many characters are just so one 
dimensional. Their stories just aren't 
interesting. I’m looking for something 
different. What we’re doing with our 
company, we don’t have any like super 
heroes, as far as in costumes with 
spandex. We don’t have anything like 
that. It’s pretty much like Barbarians or 
Demon Women, and just stuff like that. 


Brutarian: How long һауе you been a 
comic book fan? 

Danzig: Pretty much all my life. 
Brutarian: Since you could read, since 
before? 

Danzig: Since about 5 or 6 years old, 
yeah. 

Brutarian: Do you remember your 
first comic book? 

Danzig: Yeah, someone asked me that 
and I do remember. It was a Black 
Hawk comic book. I remember it had a 
dinosaur on the cover. I mean at that 
point in my life all I would do was 
dream of dinosaurs so I saw this 
dinosaur on the cover and it was like “I 
have to have this comic!” I think it cost 
me a nickel. It was a used comic book I 
was at a flea market and they had tons 
of comic books. It's kind of funny. 
Any other comic book besides Marvel 
was a nickel. Marvel's were a dime. It 
was pretty funny at that time. 
Brutarian: That was the power of Stan 
Lee. 

Danzig: Апа Jack Kirby actually. 
Brutarian: Yeah. 

Danzig: Апа Steve Ditko. At that time 
I think Jack was doing all the covers 
except for Spiderman and he did a 
sporadic Spiderman cover here and 
there. It was all Kirby I mean. Ditko 
had that weird look to Spiderman at the 
time too so it kinda set it apart. 


Brutarian: Well, Ditko's works kind of 


stands out from everybody else anyway. 
Danzig: Yeah. 

Brutarian: What is your favorite 
comic these days? 

Danzig: My favorite overall comic, 
man it changes from day to day, but I 
think it would be Spawn. The art is 
good and the story is good. I like Ted 
McKeever’s art a real lot. When I look 
at art in comic books, there has to be 
something about it that is appealing and 
there's something I like about Ted 
McKeever's art. Maybe it's just my 
aesthetic, I don't know. It's the same 
thing with Prophet the story's good and 
the art is good. Of course Spawn is 
good. 

Brutarian: It’s like the most popular 
book out there these days. 

Danzig: McFarland put it together 
right. What helps it a real lot is the 
coloring. That’ ll kill a book right there. 
It's one of the reasons I don't like a lot 
of the Vertigo books, they're colored 
horribly. They're all muted. I don't dig 
“em. 


Brutarian: Well that’s kinda like the 
company style. 

Danzig: І know but I don't dig it. So, 
what could possibly be a good book, 
just you just killed it for me with all 
the you know what I mean? It’s just 
like, I’m falling asleep. 

Brutarian: How did you come to start 
Verotik anyway? 

Danzig: І kinda .... not fell into doing 
this, but Frank Frazetta asked me if I 
would be interested in publishing an all 
new pencil book by him. I thought 
about it and I said, “Shit yeah. Why 
not?” At that time, Jack and Roz Kirby 
were also interested in publishing a 
bunch of unpublished stuff of Jack’s, 
pencil forms and things like that. 
Things that have never been seen. 1 
also always wanted to do a collection of 
Jack’s from the forties. No one’s ever 
done it and it’s been real hard finding 
the books but I finally found the last 
one I’m looking for and we put that out 
as a cheap trade paperback. 

Brutarian: Wow! 

Danzig: Fix up the pages a little, touch 
"ет up. We're not gonna touch the 
artwork or anything like that, just 
reproducing the common pages. We 
have to take out the browning. But no 
one's ever done it and I’m really 
shocked. For a collector to buy those 
books it'd cost them thousands and 
thousands of dollars. For 
maybe like $10.00 we'll 
just put together a trade 
paperback of the stories 
which are pretty wild and 
the artwork is pretty cool 
too. 

Brutarian: Does being a 
fan have any impact on 
your music? 

Danzig: No, not really. I 
mean, I like comic books 
but again the comic books 
I like are so varied and 
weird and of course 
peoples' perception of 
comic books are like 
Casper or the Batman TV 
series and they don't 
realize just how far it's 
evolved. In Europe it's 
considered an art form. 
Here, it's still struggling. 
Brutarian: Well, Artie 
Spiegelman just took it a 
few steps beyond. 
Danzig: Yeah. It's still 


low in the public, mainstream 
consciousness. It still has to change. 
Of course things are changing, but as 
into it as some people are, I' ve taken a 
lot of flack for it too, in the media. 
When they waht to just dismiss what I 
do musically, they'll go oh, he reads 
comics. So immediately I’m a crazy 
nut case, illiterate or whatever their deal 
is. It's just they want to let you off so 
then they use that like it's derogatory 
that you read comic books. I mean 
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actually it helps people who might 
not have got into reading. I’m not just 
talking about comics, I’m talking 
about novels, books. It helps them 
realize that there is a way to 
communicate other than just talking 
and it might even give people a 
vocation. I mean I definitely know 
that from reading comic books it 
helped me want to read. I know that 
for sure. And I know that I can say 
that it probably has helped other 
people to go on to read. I know they 
give ‘em to kids to get ‘em into 
reading and it works. The pictures 
and the words, it’s a very powerful 
meaning. 

Brutarian: Do you have any favorite 
artists or writers? 

Danzig: God, yeah. Let’s see, as far 
as favorite artists, Jack Kirby is king. 
I mean there’s so many good artists. 

I don’t want to leave out a lot of 
people, but a lot of these guys that 
everybody likes. Todd McFarlane is a 
good artist, Mark Smith, I like Dale 

| Keown areal lot, stuff like that and 

| then Il like somebody like Ted 
McKeever. It's really weird. Jim 
Lee's stuff 15 good. 

Brutarian: How about favorite 
characters? 

Danzig: loccasionally go back to 
Wolverine and X Men. It depends 
what the story line is. Lobo I like a 
real lot especially what Simon did. 
There's nothing better. God, I have so 
many favorite comic book characters, 
it's really hard. But, Lobo, when it's 
done properly, Lobo's a great 
character. Let's see, Wolverine if it's 
done, again, if it’s done properly, 
Wolverine is a great character. I can 
tell you my favorite characters are 
like Magneto and Submariner and 
Lobo, where they're not clearly 
villains or heroes. So they're kinda 
more real. But for me somebody like 
Submariner or Magneto what they do 
is noble. It might not be morally 
right to some people, but they believe 
in what they're doing and sometimes 
that makes them the villain and 
sometimes it makes them a hero. It's 
kind of cool. I like that because to 
me that is real. I think maybe Spawn 
is kinda like that a little. 

Brutarian: Spawn is very much like 
that. Created by Satan. 

Danzig: Exactly. Every time he uses 
its power it diminishes him, it brings 


him closer to the grips of Satan. It's 
pretty cool. It's great. I like it a real 
lot. І also like it that his wife is now 
living with someone else. It's pathos, 
it's kinda how life is. Life is good but 
it also has that suckful side. One 
minute everything's great, and the 
next minute it sucks so bad. And it 
always happens when you're the 
happiest. That's one of the reasons I 
like Spawn. I think it's a great book 
and the art is great. I think just about 
every character has got a potential to 
be good if it's handled properly, with 
the right art team and the right writer. 
Brutarian: Do you think comics are 
better now or when you started 
reading them. 

Danzig: Technically, they're better 
now. The paper, the computer color, 
all that stuff is better. As far as the 
writing, I don't know if the writing is 
better. Sometimes some of it is very 
convoluted but sometimes it’s great. It 
depends. It’s so weird, it’s scattered 
now, but I would say the overall level 
is much better, yeah. 

Brutarian: Are you a collector? 
Danzig: Yeah, any book I buy I keep, 
I don’t throw it out. I mean unless it 
really sucks. Then I give it away, 
actually, probably to little kids around 
the neighborhood or whatever. 
Brutarian: Do you collect any 
specific genre? 


‘Danzig: No, just whatever I like. 


Sometimes even if a book sucks but 
the artwork’s good, ГИ buy it. 
Brutarian: Do you know any 
musicians who would make an 
excellent or at least interesting subject 
for a comic book? Beyond Paul 
Stanley and Gene Simmons. 

Danzig: See, I don’t think they make 
an interesting comic book, cause I 
know so many “out there” people. Oh 
man, there’s a bunch of them. I came 
from the punk thing, so most of the 
people I knew were out there anyway. 
I was one of them, and those people 
have much more interesting stories 
than these metal rocker guys or glam 
guys. With those guys, it’s like “we 
put on makeup and made music.” I 
mean, the punk thing was violence. 
There was a lot of art connected to it 
at one point. You'd see characters, 
they’re basically street people, that’s a 
much more interesting story. More to 
tell there, the violence, the fights. 
There’s a lot more there. As far as 


any опе person, I don’t know. 
Brutarian: Have there been any 
unauthorized comics about you? 
Danzig: No. I remember Revolutionary 
wanted to do it and I told him I would 
make their life hell if they did. I know 
that a lot of people were suing them. I 
mean their books have terrible art. All 
the stories were just made up, or 
hearsay. It was suspect to begin with, 
but it did show that people did want to 
buy comics about rock artists and 
personalities. 

Brutarian: Do you find a lot of 
musicians that you know read comics to 
kind of escape the craziness of the biz 
every day? 

Danzig: І don't know if it’s to escape 
the craziness. I think it’s part of it. 
You'd be surprised at the level of 
professional people who read comic 
books. 

Brutarian: The Satanika video clip you 
made with Mad House, in it’s own way, 
is even nastier than some of the manga 
I’ve seen. 

Danzig: It was? I thought it was kind 
of tame. Have you seen much Japanese 
animation? 

Brutarian: A bit 

Danzig: Гхе got stuff that goes way 
beyond that. I thought that was pretty 


You've had to get some 


- Brutarian: 


new band members. 


` laid back. We did it as a pilot, 
: and we wanted to lay back on 
: ita little bit. 
' Brutarian: How is that going? 
Danzig: Good. It looks like 
we might have the American 
. funding together now for 

` Satanika and together with the 
Japanese funding and we'll click. We'll 
probably be doing a 75 minute movie, 
theatrical movie as opposed to two or 
three part OVA. 
Brutarian: Is this something you 
always wanted to do? 
Danzig: You know, I don't know if it 


Danzig: 
I'm always getting new 
band members. 


really is or not. Right now 
itis. I’m very excited. 
Actually, Гуе got a talent 
agent. He's handling 
everything for the comic 
company also, like doing 
movie deals. All that 
character stuff and the Sega 
shit and everything 
Brutarian: How’s Verotik 
doing in the soft market? 
Danzig: І guess we're 
doing okay, because we’re 
still here and in the last two weeks, 
three more companies announced they 
were going out of business, so I guess 
we’re doing okay. 

Brutarian: Has the comic business 
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superseded your music business at this 
point? 

Danzig: No. 

Brutarian: You ve had to get some new 
band members. 

Danzig: I m always getting new band 
members. 

Brutarian: How does the line-up sit 
right now? 

Danzig: It’s me. Joey is on drums, still. 
Joey's been with me since the Danzig 4 
tour. Rob Nichols is on bass. He was 
in Drowned. The guitar player, we're 
deciding on this week, but I think the 
guy from 57 Crown is going to get it. 
Brutarian: Who makes these 
decisions? 

Danzig: І do, but we all talk about it in 
the band. 

Brutarian: lt has to be a good personal 
mix? 

Danzig: It has to be a whole bunch of 
different things, that everyone gets 
along, gels. 

Brutarian: Especially if you're going to 
be touring. 
Danzig: That's true. That 
stuff is always going to 
happen because you're 
four different people. 
Usually, if you have nice 
* guys around you who 
aren't fucked up on drugs 
y and basically big idiots, 
then you're not going to 
have that problem, really. 
Brutarian: What can we 

| expect from the new 
batch of Danzig stuff? 
Danzig: The songs, the 
way they're coming out 
right now, itís hard to tell. It's 
everything from the traditional kind of 
stuff that I do to weird stuff, to just stuff 
that no ones even heard from me yet. 


оң? AND WHAT 
S THAT? 


“The flight recorder is bright orange. 
Mommy, why do they call it the black 
box?” asked the child, looking up from 
his copy of Junior Science. The mother 
put away her crossword and patiently 
made something up. 

“Well, honey, it was probably a pilot’s 
term that stuck or maybe they used to be 
black, but decided to paint them orange, 
and the old name stuck.” 

Buzz had been eavesdropping on their 
conversation. Usually he would have 
kept quiet, but Pete’s nervous presence 
had awakened in him his own imp of the 
perverse. 

“Tf I could butt in,” Buzz said to the 
mother, smoothly slipping into his Eddie 
Haskell mode. “I know why they’ re 
called black boxes.” 

The small boy looked expectantly at 
his mother. She gave a cute smile and 
nodded. 

“Well, young man,” Buzz began, 
smoothly slipping into his Mister Rogers 
mode, “Black Box is a term the techni- 
cians at the National Transportation 
Safety Board came up with. Although 
the aircraft flight recorders can with- 
stand temperatures up to,” he raised his 
voice dramatically, “one thousand 
degrees—when the box shows up at the 
laboratory, it’s usually charred black.” 
Saying the last part in a theatrical man- 
ner had fired the kid right up. 

“Cool!” the boy exclaimed with gen- 
uine fascination. Buzz smiled and nod- 
ded. The kid’s cute mother was relieved 
that her child now had some gruesome 
thoughts to occupy his mind for a while 
at least. Now maybe I can get some 
reading done, she thought. She smiled 
and mouthed, “Thanks,” appreciating 
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the polite attention this stranger had 
shown her son. 

Buzz turned back to Pete to see his 
reaction. The tale of flame-charred flight 
recorders had done its job in making 
Pete more nervous and pale. A few 
beads of sweat had blossomed on his 
forehead, even in the jet’s Arctic air con- 
ditioning. Through clenched teeth Pete 
hissed, “I hate you!” 

Buzz smiled and patted his friend on 
the arm. “Lighten up dude. You only 
live once.” 

The captain’s voice came over the 
intercom informing them of impending 
turbulence. Buzz and the kid simultane- 
ously exclaimed, “Cool!” then looked at 
each other and laughed, the child’s high 
and sharp, Buzz’s deep and spooky. Pete 
began turning green. 


Later, after the pilot had dimmed the 
lights, Buzz and the boy, named 
Terrence, had finished their serious dis- 
cussion on the merits of either 
Disneyland or Six Flags. Terrence con- 
vincing Buzz that despite its lack of 
truly frightening rides, Disneyland did 
not deserve to be nuked, because it was 
a place that “the little kids” needed to go 
to. Buzz acknowledged this, but won- 
dered whether “the little kids” could 
truly appreciate the subtext of Mr. 
Toad’s Wild Ride: that the ride essential- 
ly ended with Mr. Toad (and the patron) 
landing in Hell, and when you left the 
building and re-emerged into the crowds 
and sunlight, you were still in Hell. 

Terrence was now sleeping curled in 
his seat, his head in his sleeping moth- 
er’s lap. Buzz finished reading a copy of 
Aviation Weekly and Space Technology 


and turned to the still petrified Pete. 
How to start a conversation? he thought. 
How about if I just say what’s on my 
mind? Then take it from there... 

“I could sure go for a smoke.” 

“Shut up.” 

Buzz paused, thought and then spoke 
again. “I know you hate flying. I used to 
hate flying. But you know what I 
learned to do?” 

Buzz paused, waiting for a reaction. 
Realizing that he wasn’t going to contin- 
ue until he got some sort of response, 
Pete glanced at Buzz out of the corner of 
his eye, his curiosity getting the better of 
him. 

Satisfied he had Pete’s attention, Buzz 
continued: “As long as the plane is fly- 
ing smoothly, I’m fine. But turbulence 
used to freak me out. What I now do is 
mentally project a giant hand-” he held 
out his hand palm up to demonstrate. 
Pete hadn’t realized how long Buzz’s 
fingers were—artist’s hands? 

“And this giant hand, I mentally posi- 
tion under the plane to hold it up and 
guide it safely and smoothly. See? So I 
help keep the plane up. I become an 
active participant in the plane’s trajecto- 
гу. Don’t laugh—"—although Pete 
wasn't about to—“‘it works. Just ask 
Sheryl Farber. Not that you know her, 
but she's a friend of mine and she hates 
to fly and I told her about the giant hand 
and it works for her. Try it and see." 
Buzz nodded earnestly. He could see 
Pete's features smooth, if just slightly. 

* And if it doesn't work," Buzz con- 
cluded, “at least it keeps your mind off 
the bumpy ride. You feel like an active 
participant, rather than some damn rat 
trapped in a flying sardine сап.” 
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Pete McKenna tried Buzz’s sugges- 
tion, concentrating on creating a giant 
mental hand to hold the plane steady. 
When the plane would jostle or bump, 
he would concentrate all the harder. This 
is foolish, he thought. But it is keeping 
my mind off the fear. That grinning fool 
was right. 

Fatigue eventually caught up with 
Pete and he fell into a deep sleep. Later, 
the stewardess awoke both of them for 
dinner. 

After the trays were cleared away, 
they sat in comfortable silence until the 
plane hit a particularly nasty bubble of 
turbulence. Pete gripped his armrests 
tightly and exhaled sharply. Buzz smiled 
at him and patted his forearm gently. 

The turbulence had spilt some of little 
Terrence’s books onto the cabin’s floor. 
Buzz leaned over and scooped them off 
the floor, placing them next to the sleep- 
ing child. He held onto the last one. It 
was an a paperback book collection of 
Peanuts cartoons. On its cover was a 
drawing of Snoopy doing his happy, 
almost pagan dance, not quite a dervish, 
ears and legs a blur, his face that of a 
blissful mystic. 

Buzz showed the cover to Pete and 
began speaking while flipping through 
the pages. “Му grandfather was sta- 
tioned at Roosevelt Roads Naval Air 
Station and I used to go down there and 
visit them every summer. One Friday, 
Grandpa came home with a flyer saying 
that there’s gonna be an air show the 
next day. And that Snoopy will be there 
in person with the old World War One 
planes, like the Sopwith Camel and 
Fokker Triplanes. 

“T was about six or seven at the time 
and the thought of meeting Snoopy was 


too much. I loved Peanuts, and still to 
this day, I can draw Snoopy.” Buzz set 
aside the cartoon book and began doo- 
dling on a cocktail napkin. 

“I beg and plead and finally the my 
Grandpa relents and agrees to take me to 
the air show—” Buzz curled the side of 
his mouth down and gave an almost car- 
toonish caricature of his grandfather’s 
voice, sounding more like sidekick in an 
old cowboy movie than his grandfather, 
“ ‘Goddamn, I’ve got to go back to that 
God-damned base on my day off for a 
cartoon dog" " 

“So we go and I’m all excited and 
happy 'cause I’m gonna meet Snoopy, 
the cutest little dog in the world. Charlie 
Brown's pal! So we get there, and I'm 
expecting this tiny little black and white 
dog. Well, Snoopy turns out to be a guy 
in a costume and they must have found 
the tallest sailor on the base, cause with 
the Snoopy helmet he was about six-ten, 
at least. 

“It’s this huge guy in a big white 
Snoopy costume with a big fuckin' 
Snoopy head, and instead of cute little 
puppy dog eyes he's wearing these avia- 
tor goggles, so his eyes are shiny and 
big and black and man, do I freak! And 
it's supposed to be that white fur, but it's 
gotten all gray and sticky from so many 
people handling it. It's gross. The whole 
experience is such a shock and such a 
horror, I start shrieking and yelling and 
then I’m petrified—I won't move! I 
won't go near him. My grandfather's 
saying, ‘He won't hurt you,’ and there's 
this big dogmonster that's moving about 
slowing, looming like a friggin' ghost. 
And I’m just terrified.” He paused for 
effect. “There’s this photo my Mom has 
of me from that day: Snoopy's leaning 


over little me patting me on the head and 
Ilook miserable. 

"Later in the day, after the air show, 
I've calmed down and I tell my Grandpa 
that I want to see Snoopy again. And I 
was serious. He didn't laugh. Not one 
bit. 

“T think he took me onboard a subma- 
rine too, but I’m not sure.” 

Buzz looked very sad and lost for a 
second, then his deflector screens came 
back on-line. He took a deep breath and 
sipped his drink. *Oh well. Live and 
learn. Learn from our mistakes, that's 
what we gotta do." 

Pete felt the need to change the sub- 
ject. "Did you see Schindler's List?” 

Buzz shook his head in the negative. 
Pete continued: “God—It was like a 
visit to the Disneyland Holocaust Ride." 

"Yeah, it sounded bad. I think Jaws is 
the only Spielberg movie I still like." 

"It's always so...programmed. You're 
always cued to feel a certain way—be 
happy, be sad—" 

"Oh, yeah, John William's music." 

"He's become a horrible parody of 
himself. And in Schindler 5 List —" 

“Sphincter’s Fist." 

Pete laughed, “Yeah, in Sphincter 's 
Fist, none of the main characters die. 
Here's a movie about the Holocaust and 
none of the main characters die. Totally 
unrealistic.” 

Buzz had ordered another drink and 
sipped it. “Yes, well, Holocaust is a term 
I have trouble with.” He paused, weigh- 
ing his words and then plunged in. “The 
Nazis always get the short end of the 
stick simply because they mechanized 
and fetishized death into the most effi- 
cient methods possible. But what about 
the Black, excuse me—African- 
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American Holocaust?" 

“Тһе American Indian Holocaust," 
Pete interjected. 

“Absolutely! I don’t mean to lessen 
what the Krauts achieved. Six million in 
five years is no mean feat, no pun 
intended." 

Pete chuckled nervously. He was 
beginning to feel uncomfortable with the 
direction Buzz seemed to be steering the 
conversation. Buzz drank some more 
and began again: “But what about the 
English Holocaust of the Irish? In 
China, 30 million in the early ‘60s from 
famine-a self made famine! The 
Russians—shit!—the Russians lost 20 
million in the war alone! And then with 
Uncle Joe’s purges...” 

"Bosnia—" 

"Fuck yeah! The list is endless! Now 
don't get me wrong, I have some sympa- 
thy for the dead, but it strikes me as very 
narcissistic that the Jews should co-opt 
the word ‘Holocaust’ for themselves, 
excluding all others it seems—” 

"The Poles, the gays, the gypsies." 

"Right—If they think that I’m gonna 
cut someone slack cause of something 
my great-great-great-grandfather did, 
they're wrong. I'm sorry, but no—it 
doesn't work that way. The past is past 
and Гуе got other worries. Jews, blacks, 
Martians—Hey, I' ve got my own prob- 
lems, not the problems of my grandpar- 
ents." 

Pete took a mental step back and tried 
to distance himself. *Your sympathy and 
a buck and a half will get them a bus 
ride," he said with a note of sarcasm. 

Buzz sensed the sarcasm and knew 
when to back down. He made a play to 
smooth things over. He couldn't let Pete 
become to wary. “Үсаһ....Неу how did 
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this crypto-fascist rant of mine get start- 
ed, anyway?” 

Pete’s mind was a blank for a second, 
then he remembered: “I saw Schindler’s 
List on cable the other night.” 

“Riiiight! Heh, heh—yeah, 
Spielberg...” 

Pete much preferred innocuous movie 
talk. “Such a hack, he doesn’t even 
make entertaining movies any more.” 

“Oh wait! I did like Empire of the 
Sun—it was so good, it didn’t even feel 
like a Spielberg movie.” 

They paused. Buzz’s glass was empty. 
He ordered another drink. The booze 
and the high altitude were getting to 
him. Buzz’s thoughts were loose, Shit! 
I've got a buzz on ran through his head, 
which made him giggle to himself. 

"What's so funny?" asked Pete. 

"Nothing really, but wow! I just 
flashed on a story I once heard—" He 
pregnantly paused for encouragement. 

“Tell me. I’m not going anywhere.” 

"Are you familiar with cartoonists?" 

"Some." 

“There was this cartoonist in the late 
”606 and early ’70s named Rory Hayes. 
He was sort of like Charles Crumb, 
Robert Crumb's brother—" Pete nodded 
acknowledgment, and Buzz continued. 
"Brilliant madman, a shut-in living in 
his mom's garage. 

“Не drew all these weird sick scratchy 
little comic books. He was certified as 
nuts so he received a check from the 
government because was nuts. Anyway 
Rory Hayes gets his welfare check one 
day, cashes it. He buys a one-way ticket 
from San Francisco—where he lived 
with his mom—” 

“In her garage?” 

“Quit interrupting. He buys a one-way 
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ticket from San Francisco to San Diego. 
Walks from the bus station to the first 
sleazy motel he finds. Rents a room, 
converts the rest of his money into quar- 
ters and—the motel room had one of 
those vibrating beds that you put quar- 
ters into the slot—he feeds all of his 
quarters into the machine and spends the 
next two and a half days lying on that 
bed vibrating. 

“When it’s over, he makes a collect 
call to his brother, back in San 
Francisco, asking for money to get 
back.” Buzz smiled as he finished his 
absurd story. 

“15 that true?" asked Pete. 

“As far as I know. Whew, I’m thirsty,” 
he added, looking for the stewardess. 

The intercom clicked on and the cap- 
tain informed them that they would be 
landing in forty minutes. 

Buzz was pleased. “We’ll be ahead of 
schedule. Cool. I better catch some shut- 
eye." He crunched down in his seat, 
crossed his arms on his chest, closed his 
eyes and rested his chin on his chest. 
Pete was left to himself and his 
thoughts. Buzz's cheerful, or at least 
energetic ramblings were distracting and 
he had been thankful of that, but now 
what? What have I gotten myself into? 
was the refrain in his head that just 
would not quit. 

Pete heard humming and looked over 
at Buzz. His eyes were closed and Pete 
didn't recognize the tune until Buzz 
began to whisper the lyrics, "Sweet 
dreams and flying machines on pieces 
on the ground." Buzz opened his eyes 
and was on the verge of laughing loudly. 
Before he could sing any more lyrics, 
Pete told him to shut up again. Buzz just 
laughed. а 
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My initial 
exposure to 
the Quadrajets 
was buying a copy of 
their first full-length CD, 
When I Lay My Burden Down in 
Amoeba Records in Berkeley, CA, on 
one of my boondoggle business trips to 
the Bay Area (the kind where you work 
or attend a conference for 3-4 days, then 
go on leave for another 5 or 6). It 
looked interesting, with the cover photo 
of some old redneck wino and his pride- 
and-joy junkheap automobile, it was on 
a label that generally puts out excellent 
product (Sympathy For The Record 
Industry), and, besides, I had read a 
favorable review somewhere (the source 
for said interview presently eludes me, 
what with the 435 or so magazines I try 
to read monthly). This CD had already 
been out for awhile, as, within a month 
or so upon my return to the friendly con- 
fines of home (DC area), I found that 
their second CD, Alabama Hip Shake 
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(also on 
SFTRI) had just 
been released. 
Again, another great 
photo adorned the 

album/CD cover, this one of per- 
haps a retarded race car driver. As I dug 
the Hell out of their first CD, I also 
snapped up this second offering immedi- 
ately. A better sound, and, in my opin- 
ion, better songs. 

Their sound? Hailing from Auburn, 
Alabama (recently relocated to Athens, 
Ga.), not surprisingly, Southern boogie, 
ass-kicking rock & roll, but with a twist 
- where many current Southern punk & 
roll bands seem to throw the rock-blues 
of Black Oak Arkansas and Lynyrd 
Skynyrd, filtered through Motorhead 
and Ted Nugent, into a blender on 
“HIGH”, and then speed it up even more 
(Nashville Pussy, The Hookers, REO 
Speedealer, for three fine examples - all 
of whom I love, by the way), these guys 
also toss in some other elements - multi- 


ple guitar-interplay, along with a decid- 
edly jazz element to their songs (and 
we’re not talking Chet Baker here, we’re 
talking Sun Ra and Captain Beefheart). 
These are not symmetrical, normally 
structured rock or blues songs (the 
occasional cover songs excluded), and 
these don’t appear to be typical Southern 
rock, “Let’s get drunk and fuck” or “I’m 
the biggest badass in the world, so step 
aside!" lyrics, either, from what I can 
make out of them. The singing, like- 
wise, appears almost improvised in 
spots, not nearly as structured as in most 
of the above-mentioned bands, with the 
primary lead singer's voice sounding 
like a cross between the AC/DC vocal- 
ists (both the dead and live ones), and 
one or more of Captain Beefheart's 
many voices (think The Blimp). Some 
of their songs remind me of the 
Oblivians or Spencer Blues Explosion, 
except that the ‘Jets, unlike those 2 
bands, can really play their instruments. 
Oh, and I must mention again- these 


guys rock like Hell!!! (NOTE: If these 
descriptions don’t help you visualize 
their sound, goddammit, buy their 
CD’s!!!) 

As an added bonus, they also appear 
to be unrepentant Hell raisers. In the 
liner notes to Тһе Humpers’ Contractual 
Obligation live CD, SFTRI head Long 
Gone John concludes his ranting and 
raving about how the Humpers are 
drunken reprobates and “1055 leaders” 
that he’s glad to be rid of finally, with 
the comment - “now, if I can only get rid 
of The Quadrajets as well!” He got his 
wish shortly thereafter, as The 
Quadrajets’ latest long-player Pay The 
Deuce (reviewed in BRUTARIAN #24, 
by the way) was released in early “98 on 
the Estrus label. Produced by Texas 
garage/punk legend Tim Kerr, this new 
CD sonically tears the first 2 albums to 
pieces. Loud buzzsaw guitars more up- 
front than in the past, a rawer mix, and 
more a feeling of you actually being 
there in a live show. I only wish that 
they could go into the studio and re- 
record “When I Lay My Burden Down” 
and “Alabama Hip Shake” with this pro- 
duction. (FYI - They also released an 
import-only CD titled “A Little More 
Speed”, comprised of B-sides, live cuts, 
and oddities, on the One Louder label. 
To date, I have never seen a copy of this 
CD anywhere. The boys have also put 
out a veritable passel of 45's and cuts on 
various compilations.) 

In early 1998, on one of the 
internet/web music newsletters (Sixty 
Second Swinger, I believe), I learned of 
the tragic news about the ‘Jets drummer, 
Kevin Young’s auto accident in 
November, which initially left him a 
quadriplegic (see the interview for the 
latest update on Kevin). In spite of this 
misfortune, the band has soldiered 
on...which brings us to the interview. 


We heard that they would be playing the 
Black Cat in D.C. in June. While 
preparing for this interview, we attempt- 
ed to find interesting tidbits about the 
band by surfing the ‘net. While this 
was, for the most part, an exercise in 
futility (there are dozens of links to cur- 
rently non-existent web pages and sites 
on this band), we were able to find the 
band's homepage “Wide F'n Open” 
(www.geocities.com/SunsetStrip/Palladi 
um/5663/), currently managed by gui- 
tarist Mr. Hardwick (Robert), as well as 
an extremely fascinating mother of a 
website in guitarist/vocalist Cheetah's 
(Chet Weise) *Cheetah's Church of the 
Revolution Now!” A true anarchist, 
Chet has written his own manifesto on 
personal freedom, as well as many 
thought-provoking papers on the overall 
state of the world, this country, its jus- 
tice system, and the South, one or two of 
which (notably /n Dixieland I Take My 
Stand, concerning the Confederate flag) 
are discussed briefly in the interview 
below. As this article and interview are 
intended to deal with the Quadrajets, 
and The Cheetah's site disclaims any 
connection to the band, we'll simply 
leave our readers with this site's address 


www.estrus.com/bands/quadrajets/cheetah. 


We also uncovered a band interview 
with Continental magazine, which con- 
tained several gems, such as: the band's 
belief that they may have "inherited" the 
lower-life drunken contingent of the 
Dead Heads, who now follow them 


around the country, and the revelation 
that former roadie/current drummer Col. 
Tim Hockett once shit his pants several 
times, but forgot about it (see interview 
below for details). 

The interview was conducted on a 
stormy Wednesday June night in a back 
room at The Black Cat club. Present for 
the entire interview were: 

Chet (AKA "Cheetah", 
guitar/vocals/resident anarchist); 
Jason (AKA "Jerome J. Jerome *, gui- 
tar/vocals); 

John (AKA “J.T. Bam Bam Sharp", 
bass/vocals/wrestling expert of the 
band); and 

Robert (AKA “Mr. Hardwick’, 
guitar/vocals/ resident commie or social- 
ist (we're not sure - we DO know he's 
anti-capitalist)). 

Their newest addition, drummer J.R. 
(AKA "Col. Tim Hockett"), joined us 
midway through the interview. 


(Introductions, putzing around with the 
tape recorder), ...(My apologies if the 
incorrect band members are quoted here 
in places - Jason's and Chet's voices 
sound very similar on the tape.) 


BRUTARIAN - Let's get rolling. I’ve 
been trying to research you guys on the 
internet, and it's a nightmare from Hell! 
You get dozens and dozens of links on 
practically every search service, but 
most of them result in “раре not found" 
(Laughs from band members) 

Jason - We've had quite a few trans- 
fers, but Robert's maintaining our page 
now. 
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BRUT - At the risk of sounding like ап 
ignorant fuck, just what does WFO 
stand for? 

Jason - Wide Fucking Open...it’s an 
old stock car thing, a racing thing. 
Chet - There was an old driver, I think 
it was Dale Earnhardt, Sr....his moniker 
was WEO. I’m not sure it was him, but 
it was an early NASCAR guy, a big 
name. 

BRUT - 15 that a retarded race car dri- 
ver on the cover of the second album 
(Alabama Hip Shake), that geek in the 
helmet? (Laughs from band) 

Chet - We don't know who that was - 
it was somebody from the Appalachian 
Mountains. 

BRUT - As is, I take it, the old coot on 
the first album cover (When I Lay My 
Burden Down)? 

John - No, that's my dad! (Laughter 
from band) 

BRUT - No lawsuits over those pic- 
tures, like happened to Nashville Pussy 
with that one 45 of theirs? 

Chet - We actually got permission to 
use those photos. 

Jason - Nashville Pussy got sued? 
BRUT - If not, they at least got threat- 
ened over that 7", *cause it got pulled 
immediately. I bought a copy in 
Baltimore (Reptilian Records), but gave 
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P it to Dom, 
| who knows 
f the band per- 
sonally. The 
store had 4-5 
more copies. 
Next week- 
end, they 
F were gone, 
and I haven't 
seen it since 
anywhere! 
Chet - 
Yeah, it was a 
picture of an 
old Hell's 
Angel, and 
they never 
got permis- 
sion to use 
the photo. 
BRUT - 
_ Speaking of 
rare records, 
your 3rd CD (A Little More 
Speed)...where can one find that? 
I've never seen it anywhere, and I’ ve 
looked in stores in San Francisco, 
Berkeley, and New York. Amoeba 
Records in Berkeley usually has every- 
thing, as do those NYC stores on St. 
Marks Place. 
Jason - That’s a tough one. It’s an 
import, on the One Louder label, it sold 
mainly in England. I believe Southern 
Distribution in Chicago or Redeye 
Distribution out of Carolina would have 
it. 
Chet - You can get it on the internet, 
on CD now, I think. They should still 
have it, it’s still in print. We don’t have 
any copies ourselves of that one. 
BRUT - Serious question....How's 
Kevin doing now? 
Chet - Kevin is with his family in 
Athens, Alabama. He has some move- 
ment in his shoulders. He has extremely 
limited movement in his arms, and he 
has a little bit in his head. His mind is 
OK. 
BRUT - And we hear he’s settled with 
the insurance company, so his medical 
bills are at least taken care of? 
Chet - Yes, so his family is not going 
to go bankrupt at least. He’s talking 
about putting money into, and possibly 


becoming a partner in, Sarcophagus 
Studios, where we recorded Pay The 
Deuce. He’s also thinking about possi- 
bly starting a little label to spotlight 
Auburn bands, or maybe going back to 
school or traveling. The coolest thing 
he’s considering is getting a computer so 
he can try to remain creative rhythmical- 
ly and musically through MIDI’s. He 
came and saw one of our Alabama 
shows with J.R. as our new drummer, 
and he dug it - he said J.R. is a good 
drummer. Overall, everything’s not 
great with him, considering the circum- 
stances...but he’s very happy to be alive. 
BRUT - Talking about MIDI’s, I 
remember reading about one of those 
guitarists who used to play with Plant, or 
David Lee Roth.....Jason Becker, I 
think,.... he has Lou Gehrig’s Disease, 
ALS, and is confined to a wheelchair. I 
believe he still made a record or two 
after becoming pretty much disabled, 
using MIDI's. It's amazing what they 
can do with computers. 


INTERRUPTION - J.R., the drummer 
arrives, along with a gorgeous young 
lady named, I believe (it's not too clear 
on the tape) Cav (sp?). Everyone is 
talking at once for 2-3 minutes before 
we all settle down and start again. 


Cav - Yeah, I know some real wild sto- 
ries about these guys! 

BRUT - Well, we're looking for enter- 
taining trash, so...... 

Chet - Rumor has it that Cav here 
once, in Alabama, drank sour mash 
whiskey out of the horn of a bull....I 
think there's a video tape some- 
where.....we were breaking beer bottles 
and... 

BRUT - Was the bull still alive at the 
time? 

Cav - No!!! 

BRUT - The stories I could tell about 
the band Foetus staying at my 
house...people were sitting on my roof, 
tossing Zima bottles..... 

John - Why were they drinking Zima? 
BRUT - Well, it WAS Foetus!....back 
on track......Chet, you wrote the interest- 
ing article about why you use the 
Confederate flag... 

Chet - Oh, you read that? 


BRUT - Tell us a bit about your view. 
Chet - Well, basically in a nutshell, it 
says that we put the Confederate flag on 
our records and our instruments because 
It's a symbol of where we’ ге from. 
What I say in the paper is that, as far as 
we’ re concerned, it's only a symbol - it 
has nothing to do with hate or anything 
like that. It’s just representative of the 
South, and all of the good and bad that 
comes with it. We don’t apologize for it 
- we’re part of the bad, but we also love 
the good, like the music that comes from 
the South. 

BRUT - A question - If it pisses off a 
large number of people, why do it? You 
need to sell records and bring people out 
to your shows. 

Jason - It hasn’t really pissed off a lot 
of people that we’ ve run across. 

Chet - It's only pissed off a few peo- 
ple. In that paper, I tried to address the 
issue, just to try to take care of it before 
it does become a big issue, because 
Lynryd Skynyrd got a lot of shit about 
that (using the flag) back in the early 
705. They weren't racists, they were 
just rednecks from Florida, and they 
played Southern rock. You get on a 
stage and you put that flag on your gui- 
tar, you're playing Southern rock. I per- 
sonally put it on my instrument because 
I want to let people know that there are 
Southerners who aren't into hate, aren't 
into lynching, or, on the other hand, 
aren't into following Duke. (EDITORIAL 
NOTE: The tape is not altogether clear, but 
this could have been “the ПиКез”.....теап- 
ing either (a) not into following David Duke 
or (b) not into following the Dukes of 
Hazzard......as there are background com- 
ments about the names Coy and Vance 
(characters from that TV show), inter- 
spersed with laughter, PLUS the fact that 
Chet appears to be a first-class gearhead 
(the Cheetah site has a Car of the Month), 
I'd assume the latter.....or maybe a combina- 
tion of the two scenarios.) 


BRUT - Why does it say on the 
Cheetah site that this page is no longer 
affiliated with the Quadrajets? 

Chet - That has to do with me and 
Robert. Robert is a commie (laughs 
from band)....no, he's not a commie, 
but......... that was my own personal 


Cheetah manifesto - I’m the Cheetah. 
The band agrees on many things. 
Everyone doesn’t agree with that piece, 
though (Cheetah Manifesto). To try and 
make it apparent that that was my own 
personal thing, I put that disclaimer on 
it. 

BRUT -1 was also reading іп one of 
The Cheetah’s papers about your views 
on poor people trying to get justice in 
this country - that only the rich can get 
justice... 

Chet - What I would argue is - I think 
the justice system is a piece of shit, I 
think it’s hard for this system to work 
for anybody. If you’re in the upper 1% 
of society, it’s a lot easier to get the laws 
to work for you, depending on the 
lawyer you get. On the opposite end, if 
you’re in the lowest 1%, wealth-wise, 
you might get a lawyer right out of law 
school. The whole outcome of your 
case depends more on the skills of your 
lawyer - it doesn’t have anything to do 
with justice. The way I think about the 
justice system is - in a paper I wrote 
called “Anarchic Justice", we'd do away 
with the current system, leaving it more 
on а personal basis, between the offend- 
ed and offender. 

Jason - There's also more to justice 
than the justice system. You can have 2 
entirely different meanings. There's the 
justice system, referring exclusively to 
courts and lawyers and so on, and th 
there's a larger meaning of justice, t 
has nothing to do with 
cases. For example 
cannot get away fi 
badly polluted - 
we're talking 
environmental 
justice. There 
is also eco- 
nomic justice, 
that has nothing 
to do with court 
cases. Go аһеа 


just want 
to say 
every- 
body in 
the band 
agrees 


that the current system sucks...but I see 
е (garbled оп tape (Robert is the fur- 
thest away from the recorder)....appears 
to be) micro-(or does he say macro?) 
capitalism as a far worse alternative than 
the current system we have now. 

Chet - That’s where Robert and I dis- 
agree. 

John - Well, I’m just the bass play- 
er..... 

BRUT - But you're a goddamn hand- 
some bass player! 

John - Thank you, sir - I just want to 
play music! I'm not that concerned with 
a bunch of this stuff that we really can't 
control...not to say that I’m not con- 
cerned at all, but...... 

BRUT - What if, God willing, the band 
took off and became rich, selling mil- 
lions of records, and you wanted to pro- 
tect your hard-earned wealth and work? 
Chet - If we made millions, we could 
put that money to work. Like Robert 
says, I think everybody in the band has a 
lot of problems with the current system, 
and the form of'anarchy that Im ..... m 
an anarchist, straight up! And the system 
of exchange, the mythology I was using 
to try to go beyond criticism of the free 
market - a justice system through per- 
sonal arbitration - this is what Robert 
and I disagree on. After the fall of the 
current system - that's where we dis- 
agree. Plus, we I 

di 
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say it’s increasing social- 
ism. 


(Tape runs out......we get 
back to discussing music, 
specifically the band 
Nashville Pussy.) 
BRUT - It looks like 
Nashville Pussy may get 
very big. I understand 
Corey and Ruyter just 
posed for some sort of 
Playboy layout. Why are 
they getting so big? 
Jason - For one thing, 
they've been non-stop 
touring for several years 
now, and they've got a 
great live show, so word's 
gone around about them. 
I live just up the road 
from them, and I hardly 
ever see them at all - 
they're always on the 
road. 

Chet - Also, Ruyter's a great guitar 
player, she's like Angus Young. 
BRUT - Speaking of that band, I just 
got a CD by that band from Louisville, 
The Hookers. Their new CD (Satanic 
Highway) is on the same tape I play in 
my car as the Nashville Pussy album. I 
can switch back and forth from one side 
to the other, and it's very difficult to tell 
those two bands apart, just listening to 
them...as opposed to seeing them, where 
the Hookers are 4 scary-looking, ugly 
guys, and Nashville's got the 2 girls..... 
Jason - Well, it shouldn't be surpris- 
ing that they sound alike, the Hookers' 
singer used to be Nashville Pussy's 
drummer! 

BRUT - Ahh, I didn't know that...you 
learn something new every day! 

АП of you (Southern) bands seem to 
share the same interests in 70's music 
that the critics thought of as "bad" back 
then - Black Oak Arkansas, Grand Funk, 
John - They were bad? 

BRUT - Why do you like them? Why 
aren't they appreciated more? 

John -I’m really scared that people 
now don't seem to know what's worth a 
shit. There seems to be this attitude that 
"well, all my friends like them, so they 
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must be good." Take a band like Third 
Eye Blind, for example. A lot of people 
like them, and go out and see them, 
when point of fact, and it is a fact - they 
suck! 

BRUT - Yeah, my neighbor's teenager 
likes Third Eye Blind, asked me if I 
could get her tickets.... 

Chet - A lot of this had to do with 
punk - people weren't allowed to like 
Lynyrd Skynyrd, Grand Funk. Of late, it 
appears that people can come out of the 
closet, so to speak, and say that they like 
the Marshall Tucker Band, or Black 
Oak, or Led Zeppelin, even. 

Jason - So much of music nowadays 
is fashion. A lot of people listen to 
music, but a small percentage of people 
actually sits down and really listens to it. 
John - There are few real music fans. 
Most tastes are colored by whatever's in 
the mainstream now, whoever pays the 
most to get their videos played on MTV, 
commerical radio - we know how that 
works. That's why the kids are wearing 
Marilyn Manson T-shirts. 

Chet - And people wearing the 
Manson T-shirts wouldn't be caught 
dead wearing an Alice Cooper shirt! A 
lot of it, what you listen to, what you're 
influenced by, also depends on where 
you're from. Where we're from, in 


Alabama, you have to be 
exposed to Lynyrd 
Skynyrd. You cannot 
grow up without hearing 
them. If you were into 
music there, or trying to 
find good music, you 
WOULD be exposed to 
Black Flag, the MC5. 
There weren't a lot of peo- 
ple there who started or 
followed any particular 

, trend when we were grow- 
ing up. There were lots of 
trends, but probably no 

F more than about 20 people 
in each trend, tops (laughs 
from band). There was по 
real scene there, though. 
BRUT - Do you see a 
trend growing now with 
Southern bands, your 
band, Nashville Pussy, the 
Confederacy of Scum 
maybe? 

Chet -I hope so!...but I don’t really 
know too much about the Confederacy 
of Scum. 

BRUT -| just got an interesting CD 
from a '97 live show at some CoS gath- 
ering, it’s got Cocknoose, Rancid Vat, 
Antiscen, the usual bands...the only real 
thing I see in common among all of 
these bands is that they're all pro 
wrestling fans! 

Chet - Wc haven't really come in con- 
tact much with those people. 

Jason - We stayed with the guy who 
runs that label. Не was a really nice 
guy. We stayed at his house, and he was 
really cool, but he did give us some stuff 
to read... the guy distributes a lot of 
racist crap! 

Chet - Well, he said he was exercising 
his Ist Amendment right, so we don't 
know if he's a hardcore constitutionalist 
or whatever. It's cool to fight for your 
Constitution, but I don't want anything 
to do with racist bullshit! A friend of 
mine in college was really good friends 
with Antiseen. He said they were 
straight-up guys, with no bullshit about 
racism. I remember there were some 
letters, some writing back and forth in 
Maximum Rock & Roll about their 
beliefs. We've never played with 


Antiseen, but everything Г ve seen or 
heard about them seems pretty cool. 
The rest of those CoS bands, I don’t 
know anything about, I don’t even know 
what their music sounds like! 

John - As far as wrestling goes......do 
you guys like Goldberg? 

BRUT - Ahh, WCW - how long is his 
winning streak now?..about 102 match- 
es. I like him and enjoy watching him, 
but I'm very leery about how his unbeat- 


en streak will end. I’m sure he'll even- ` 


tually lose to Hogan , who I can't stand. 
John - All I know is he used to play 
football for the Atlanta Falcons, and he 
just goes out there and beats everybody. 
He appears to be a real badass. 

BRUT - He's also the first real Jewish 
wrestler to be pushed so hard in 
years....] remember the old Israeli cham- 
pion, Abe Jacobs, in the Mid-Atlantic 
NWA in the 70's. 

John - You guys can talk politics all 
day.... 

BRUT - We could also talk wrestling 
all day! 

J.R. (The new drummer speaks!) = Did 
you guys watch Georgia Championship 
wrestling with Gordon Solie? 

BRUT - Absolutely! That and Mid- 
Atlantic wrestling. 

J.R. - All right! (Gives thumbs up sign) 
BRUT - Goldberg aside, I think it's 
shameful the way that Eric Bischoff has 
ruined the WCW, and I just can't stand 
the WWE - it’s a goddamn circus! 
John -I agree! 

BRUT - Different subject - Name some 
of your favorite 70's bands, ones that 
might surprise us. 

Robert - Poco......] always liked them. 
Chet - The James Gang - they’re a big 
influence on Jon Spencer, who usually 
wears his influences on his sleeve. Га 
be surprised if he didn’t name them as 
well. 

John - Captain Beefheart, Cream, 
Sabbath, Deep Purple 

Chet - (regarding the silent Jason) - 
Jason prefers a certain era Rolling 
Stones over anything else. 

BRUT - How about some current 
favorites? 

Chet - Fu Man Chu, Nebula, Skull 
Control, some of the Estrus bands - Lord 
High Fixers, Gasoline, Sugar Shack, and 


some of the older Estrus bands that have 
since broken up..... 

Plus the New Bomb Turks, the 
Oblivians, who I’m into, but some of the 
others in the band aren’t. 

John - It's really hard to keep up with 
current stuff in Alabama...the Beguiled I 
like. 

BRUT - How about the Fat Possum 
label Mississippi blues stuff? 

Chet - Love all of it! I think I have 
their entire catalog. 

BRUT - There are a couple of odd ones 
there - the Neckbones... 

Jason - Well, they're from 
Mississippi... 

BRUT -Plus the obvious one that 
sticks out like a sore thumb...what's 
Hasil Adkins doing on that label? He's 
a true primitive and an original, all right, 
but a blues singer? I reviewed his Fat 
Possum CD in the last issue, and thought 
the label tried too hard to tone down his 
craziness....I found it disappointing. 

On to your new record. We really like 
this new one, it sounds so much better 
than the first two. 

Chet - Yes, this new record is the best 
thing we've ever done. Tim Kerr got on 
record what we 
sound like live. 
The other records 
are good, but this 
one is just better - 
it’s rawer, it’s noisi- 
er. 

Just let me say 
one thing here, as 
we have to get 
ready to go on soon. 
We don’t mean to 
come across sound- 
ing like a dour, seri- 
ous band. I think 
whiskey has had a 
lot more impact on 
us than cutting egde 
politics. 

BRUT - Or Noam 
Chomsky, let’s say? 
Chet - Yes.....the 
pages we’re doing 
on the ‘net, we 
think this stuff is 
important, but we 
didn’t want to make 


it the chief focal point. We have fun on 
the road, we drink, we raise Hell, and... 
BRUT - One last question - that item in 
the Continental interview, about Col. 
Tim Hockett shitting himself, but forget- 
ting about it.... 

Chet - Well, first of all, THAT'S Col. 
Tim - (points at J.R.) We were on the 
road, and he had eaten something that 
didn't agree with him, and he puked in 
the trough in the van, and he wants to 
clean the van and himself, so he said 
"pull over". We're near a car wash or 
fast food place, or some place with a 
hose. As he's washing out the van and 
the front of his clothes, he mentions in 
passing - “you know what? When I 
puked back there, I also shit my pants! 
Anyone have any shorts they can lend 
me?". So...I guess what we're trying to 
say is - even though Robert and I are 
diametrically opposed - from him 
believing our problems were caused by 
capitalism, while I think they're from 
increasing socialism, the important thing 
about the Quadrajets is that we play rock 
& roll, and we play it very well, and 
when we go out on the road, we have a 
good time and we shit on ourselves! MI 
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ALPHA BLUE ARCHIVES PRESENTS 


THE FOLLOWING FILMS REPRESENT THE VERY BEST IN 
SADISTIC! VIOLENT! ACTION PACKED! 
19705 XXX CINEMA 


ABDUCTION OF 


LORELEI - Serena is 
spoiled rich blonde 
abducted by drug 
crazed scum. * 
AFFAIRS OF 
JANICE - Insane 
husband murders 
wife and lover in 
jealous rage. Annie 
Sprinkle sprinkles. 
ANNA OBSESSED - 
Annette Haven. 
Leather clad stalker 


One girl's violent 


violates women at THE 
CHINA DESADE - DEBAUCHERS 
Mercenary infiltrates ADULTS ONLY 


crazed sadist’s web 
of whores and horror. 
CLIMAX OF BLUE POWER - Cop impersonator debases 
hookers and acts out 
bizarre fantasies. 
High voltage classic! 
COMING OF ANGELS 
- Jamie Gillis, Annette 
Haven, Abigail 
Clayton. "Charlie's 
Angel's" take-off. 
THE DEBAUCHERS- 
Tina Russell gets re- 
venge on rape/snuff 
obsessed pornogra- 
her. 
DEFIANCE-Jean 


Jennings is young teen 
violated repeatedly at 
asylum for the insane. 
Absolute classic! 
DEVIL INSIDE HER - 
Mind-blowing demon 
infested tale of satanic 
mayhem.Annie Sprinkle 
in G/S orgy. 
DIVERSIONS - Gang 
rape by soldiers, bloody 
knife murder, 
vampires...New mint 
quality upgrade! 
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LOVE SLAVES 


DOUBLE EXPOSURE 
OF HOLLY - High 
powered tale of re- 
vengeful lust & mur- 
der. Annie Sprinkle, 
Terri Hall, Jamie Gillis. * 
EXPENSIVE TASTES 
-Action packed thriller 
with young females 
lured to apartment for 
rape sessions. * 
- Escaped convicts bru- 
talize hillbilly and rape 
daughters. D: Zebedy 
Colt.* 
FEMMES DESADE -Frankenstein look-alike beats up S.F. 
prostitutes who take revenge at S/M party. 
FORCED ENTRY - Nam vet searches out and destroys 
female prey in the vilest, hate driven roughie of the 70’s. 
HARDGORE - The ULTIMATE big budget blood splattered 
XXX horror roughie! Hospital death cult terrorize teen- 
age Maria with Necrophilia, 


He was taught — Meathooks, Castration, Lesbo 
qute Nurses, Deathdreams, De- 
"S = capitation, Throat slashings, 


Blood Orgies & more. Do not 
miss this film! 

HOT SUMMER IN THE 
CITY - Lily white virgin ab- 
ducted and defiled by black 
militants. 

INTRUSION - Kim Pope. 
Sensitive housewife is raped 
in most hatefull, debasing 
manner. 524.95 

JOY - Sharon Mitchell. Young 
teen causes rape outbreak in 
the streets of NYC. 

KITTY’S PLEASURE PALACE 
Rape victim takes revenge on 
society’s sex offenders (rap- 
ist, necrophiliac, serial killer). 
Excellent! 

LITTLE ORPHAN DUSTY - John Holmes, Rhonda Jo 
Petty. Lost deep in the dark woods, the bikers gang rape 
her repeatedly. Uncut version. $24.95 

LONG JEANNE SILVER - Our version contains the ex- 
treme anal insertion scenes absent from all other copies. 
D: Alex DeRenzy. $24.95 

LOVE SLAVES - Beautiful women abducted, shot up with 
drugs and trained to kill. D: Bob Cresse. 

THE MORNING AFTER - A blonde sex worker is found 
naked and dead with multiple stab wounds. Was it daddy? 
NIGHT CALLER - Phone freak plays “mommy games” 
with sleazy hookers and rapes lonely women. 
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LAURA CANNON PLAYBOY: 
PORNO QUEEN aA n 


Alpha Blue Archives®, Inc., Dept. Pain Р.О. Вох 16072, Oakland, СА 94610. 


E-mail: archives@sirius.com. All videos $19.95 unless marked otherwise. 20% discount on orders of 10 or more. 
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ORIENTAL BLUE 
Jamie Gillis procures | 
young runaways for Chi 
nese slave-ring. 

RED HEAT - Bloody fe- 
male sex killer flick with 
memorable Las Vegas j 
drive-by footage. D: Ray 1 
Dennis Steckler. * a 

SEX WISH - Crazed killer with bag full of torture instru- 
ments cross dresses, snorts speed and screams like a rav- 
ing maniac. 

SHARON - Zebedy Colt, Jean Jennings. Southern belle 
Sharon is prey to daddy’s unbridled lust. * 

SOMETIME SWEET SUSAN - Inmates & orderlies tor- 
ment schizoid female locked in insane asylum. 

STORY OF JOANNA - Jamie Gillis. Wealthy libertine 
shapes young femme into total sex slave. By Gerard 
Damiano. 

SUMMER IN HEAT- 
Desiree Cousteau defiled 
by backwoods scum. Take 
off on Deliverance. 
SWEET SAVAGE - Busty 
blonde Carol Connors kid- 
napped and raped by 
indians on the warpath. 
THE TAKING OF 
CHRISTINA - Two drift- 
ers brutalize truck stop 
hookers and virginal bride. 
TEENAGE SEX KITTEN 
Rene Bond. Teen raped/ 
murdered by demented hermit who ends up bludgeoned 
and castrated! 

THAT LADY FROM RIO - Vanessa Del Rio runs NYC 
white slave racket. Plenty of sleazy kicks! 

THROUGH THE LOOKING GLASS - High class female 
defiled by demons that bathe in mud and piss! 
UNWILLING LOVERS - Disturbing Zebedy Colt master- 
piece has adult with the mind of a 10yr. old kill and then 
rape dead female playmates. * 

WATERPOWER - Jamie Gillis is enema-crazed rapist / 
killer in Taxi Driver take-off. * 

WINTER HEAT - Jamie Gillis. Helen Madigan, Bree An- 
thony. Drifters assault 
three females staying ве 
in winter cabin. * y 
A WOMEN’S TORMENT { 
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іі MAXWELL 
ROO DUMONT .. "DEVIL" 


Y- NANCY DAR 


SE 


wielding 
plunges headfirst into 
hallucinogenic mayhem. 
D: Roberta Findlay. | 


24hr. Ph/Fax: 510-268-0811 


Payment by cash, check, Money Order, Visa & Mastercard. All tapes recorded SP Mode on high qn m. € š 
ground. 


shipped in p lastic clamshell cases with full color covers. * Shi 


ippe 
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ХХХ DOUBLE FEATURES 


XXXDF# 12- RAPE VICTIMS - Vanessa Del Rio. Rapist 
cruises victim confessionals searching for next victim. A 
real sickie. FINAL TEST - Vanessa Del Rio, Jamie Gillis. 
Incest, bizarre sadomasochism, foul mouthed dominatrix. 
XXXDF#34 - UN- 
DRESSED TO KILL- 
Blood-thirsty swamp 
demon inhabits fe- 
male flesh/SACRI- 
4 LEGE-Sex crazed 
witch casts spells. 
Both by Ray Dennis 
Steckler. * 
Ly ХХХ DF#27 - PER- 
P VERTED PASSION- 
Boozed up pig cruises 
Hollywood for 
women to ogle and 
rape. Also includes 
TEENAGE DESSERT- 
Roller skating teens. 
Both by Ray Dennis 


РИОТ БОЛЫН 
BIN THE Cit VAN 
Steckler. 


ANGEL IN DISTRESS - Busty Mistress Candice beats 
big titted Joey Carson. $29.95. 

BIZARRE STYLES - Annie Sprinkle & Vanessa Del Rio. 
Uncut F/F version. $39.95 

DOMINATRIX WITHOUT MERCY - Vanessa Del Rio. 
A day in the life of a NYC house of domination. $39.95 


HOT SUMMER DOESN'T 
STOP AT MURDER, RAPE, 
OR RIOTS IT BURNS A 
HOLE IN THE SCREEN! 
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DR. BIZARRO - Twisted physician encourages acts of 
perversion-incest, dominance, rape etc. $39.95. 
KNEEL BEFORE МЕ - Annie Sprinkle. Sadistic, night- 
marish scenes involving strangulation, murder & piercing. 
$45.00. 
ORIENTAL TECNIQUES OF PAIN & PLEASURE-Annie 
Sprinkle uses huge dildo on lowly slaves. $45.00 
TALES OF THE BIZARRE 

SoNDAGEANDDISCIPTPME: 4 women in nightgowns 
tell stories of rape, incest, 
beg ae prostitution etc. $45.00 
TAMING OF REBECCA 
Sharon Mitchell. Young 
teens debased at school 
* for runaways. 6/5, Pierc- 
ing, torment and abuse. 
$45.00 
PRISONER OF PLEASURE 
High octane B/D and wall 
to wall rough sex. Long 
Jeanne Silver specialty. 


She made them ae crawl ! 


She made them 
She made them 
and THEY LOVED, 
EVERY PAINF 
MOMENT! 


DOMINATRIX 
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Uncut. $39.95. 

AVON DOUBLE FEATURE #2- STORY OF PRUNELLA/ 
FETISHES OF MONIQUE-S39.95. 

AVON DOUBLE FEATURE #5 - PAINMANIA/ 
DAUGHERS OF DISCIPLINE-$45.00. 

AVON ATTRACTIONS - XXX theatrical trailers for all 
the Avon films and many more roughies: Sex Wish, A 
Woman’s Torment, Intrusion, Taking of Christina, Hot Sum- 
mer In The City, Devil Inside Her...many more! $19.95 
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XXX LOOP COMPILATIONS 


ANAL ASSAULT - Rough & brutal anal loops-Indudes 
The Rape, Nazi’s revenge & much more! 

THE DOMINATORS V.9 - Documents extreme sado- 
masochism, torture and violence. Rare loops include: In- 
quisition, Devil’s Plaything, The Penalty, The Runaway. 
WARNING! Attacks 
your senses with bru- 
tal, vicious imagery! 
$39.95. 

FORBIDDEN SEXUALITY 
- V.2. Rare under- 
ground loops docu- 
ment incest, hunch- 
backs, F/F, G/S, rape 
etc. Includes Mother & 
Son, Witch Sabbath, 
Hexensabbat, Mo- 1 Í z : 
lester, Candy Man, wu HAVE EVERYONE CAPPING THER 
The Vampire, Equal to 
Mommy & much more. 
$49.00 

HISTORY OF RAPE - V.3 - Underground loops docu- 
ment rape in 1970’s XXX cinema. Wild Party Rape, Sav- 
age Lust, Rape of the Hitchhikers & much more. WARN- 
ING! Highly graphic images of unrelenting sexual brutal- 
ity! $39.95 
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t first, catching sight of 
er in the rushing twi- 

light, Henry mistook her for a 
strange small tree growing 
near the road. Then he saw her 
face in the rearview mirror. 
The way she stood there so 
still in the growing darkness, 
one hand pressed to her side 
and the other clenched against 
a tree trunk, worried him. 
He stopped the car and backed 
up. “Are you all right?” he 
called, rolling down his win- 
dow. 
“No.” 
He saw the blood, then, seep- 
ing through her light jacket. 
“My God!” Henry jumped 
from the car and ran to her. 
She staggered against him. 
“ГИ take you to the hospital.” 
“No,” she said again, but she 
let him help her to his car. 
In the back seat, her head fell 
against the window and she 
closed her eyes. “Take me 
home,” she said. 
Henry pulled onto the dim 
empty road and turned to ask 
her where home was, but she 
was either asleep or uncon- 
scious. He thought about dri- 
ving her to the hospital in 
spite of what she had said, but 
decided against it. She was 
obviously in some sort of 
trouble. 
He would take her home, 
Henry decided, to his home. 
He hoped his wife wouldn’t 
mind. 
Thankfully, Emily wasn’t 
there. Henry carried the girl 
into the living room and 
stopped. Where could he put 
her? She was covered in 
blood, and all their furniture 
was antique. Glancing down 
at her, he felt a rush of excite- 
ment. She was so helpless 
right now, so fragile. She 
needed him. 
He put her down on the pink 
Victorian sofa. 
“Emily will not be pleased,” 
he murmured, watching the 
time-worn cloth suck in the 
living blood. 
“Who’s Emily?” She looked 
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out through half-closed eyes, 
moaned and shivered. 

“My wife. Let me help you.” 
He moved her bloody hand 
away from the gash in her 
side. “Someone stabbed 
you?” 

“Yeah.” 

“But you don’t want to go to 
the hospital. What about the 
police?” 

She shook her head. 

Henry gently probed the 
wound. “ГІ clean this up. I 
was a veterinarian once. I can 
stitch it closed, but it I] hurt." 
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In the morning he went out to 
the barn, climbed up into the 
loft and sat cross-legged, 
watching her sleep. 

He'd made a nest for her with 
all the old quilts and com- 
forters he could find. Tangled 
in hay, her fists were still 
bloody, though he'd tried to 
wash them. 

She opened her eyes, browner 
than her hair, and smiled in 
the dusty sunlight. “God, I 
feel better. Thanks for your 
help. Does anyone know 
about те?” 

“No.” 

“But there must have been 
blood everywhere. Didn’t 
your wife say anything?” 
Henry showed her the long 
cut he’d made on his lower 
left arm. “She asked if I was 
all right. She asked if I should 
go to the hospital.” 

“She thought it was your 
blood? You did that for me?” 
"I want to help you,” said 
Henry. “All you have to do is 
ask." 

"What's your name?" 
"Henry." 

“Yuck. What's your last 
name?" 

"Parker." 

"Im Melinda. You're a 
strange man, Parker. Why are 
you going to such trouble for 
me?" 

Henry remembered the blood 
smudged scarlet over her 


creamy skin. He thought of 
his shop and his antiques. 
And Emily, polishing the tiny 
ridges of a filigreed victrola 
cabinet, lingering over gilded 
glasses and porcelain fig- 
urines. Strong, sensible 
Emily. Watching him, always 
watching him. 

His head was crowded with 
reasons to help Melinda but 
he didn't know how to say 
them. 
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"What were you doing out 
there?" Emily asked over din- 
ner. "You've never spent so 
much time in the barn before. 
“T like it out there,” said 
Henry. “It’s good for think- 
ing.” 

“And what are you thinking 
about, dear?” 

“Death, mostly.” 

“Death?” She laughed ner- 
vously. “Why do you want to 
think about that?” 

“Because it’s coming.” Henry 
got up to help her clear the 
table. 

Emily followed him from the 
dining room into the kitchen. 
“Henry, you’re thirty-eight 
years old, you don’t drink, 
and you’ve never smoked a 
cigarette in your life. What 
on earth are you talking 
about?” 

“It’s something we all face 
eventually, Em. I was just 
thinking about what it 
means.” 

She filled the sink with hot 
soapy water, frowning and 
shaking her head. "What's 
the point? If you're worried 
about it, stop thinking about 
it.” 

“Oh, I’m not worried.” He 
sighed. "Never mind, Em.” 


” 
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“We tried to rob а conve- 
nience store,” said Melinda. 
“I don't believe it," said 
Henry. 

“Do you hate me now?” 


“No, but why did you do it?” 

“For money. For fun. I think that’s why the 
clerk stabbed me with the scissors too.” 
Henry looked up from cleaning her wound. 
“What do you mean?” 

“The scissors were laying there on the 
counter. When he noticed them, he got this 
look of complete joy on his face before he 
picked them up and stuck them into me.” 
Henry’s fingers rested lightly on her small 
ribs while he watched her speak. She 
squeezed his fingers, scowling up into his 
face. “It was like he’d been waiting for this 
moment all his life. Like he was thinking, 
“Man, how can I be so lucky?’” 

Henry took his hand away. “Then what?” 
“We tried to run.” She smiled at the ques- 
tion he wouldn’t ask. “My boyfriend was 
with me. Ricky.” 

“What happened to him?" 

Melinda looked out through the open loft 
door. “I don’t know. I fainted, I think. I 
heard someone shouting. I couldn’t think 
right. I crawled out the back door and then 
the police came.” 

“And you got away.” 

"I don’t know how. I couldn't move very 
fast. Maybe Ricky kept them so busy inside 
they forgot about me." 

Henry followed her gaze through the door, 
to the rain-blurred fields that stretched away 
to the woods where he'd found her. "You're 
worried about him, aren't you?" 

She shrugged and muttered something. The 
cries of the roosting pigeons over their heads 
obscured the sound of her voice. But there 
was nothing to hide the tears gathering on 
her face. 
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“Where аге you going, Henry?" Emily 
asked impatiently. 

"Out to the barn." 

"Again?" She stopped polishing the old sil- 
ver tea set. “Why?” 

“I thought I'd do something about those 
mice." 

Emily dropped her dust cloth. As she bent 
to retrieve it, she smiled. "I've been asking 
you to put poison out there for years. It's 
about time." 
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"He can't make bail," said Henry. 

Melinda caught her breath. *How'd you 
find out?" 

"The newspaper. The clerk said there was a 
рігі but Rick won't talk." 


"That's why they're not after me. He's 
looking out for me. And now he can't get 
out. Parker, you said you'd help me... 
Henry sighed, touched her shoulder beneath 
the thin battered t-shirt. Why hadn't he 
thought to bring her something to wear? 
“ГІ see what I can do.” 
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“I don't understand," his lawyer said over 
the phone. 

“You don't have to,” said Henry. “Рау 
whatever it takes to get him out of jail. I'm 
not asking you to represent him. Just get 
him out." 

“Henry, when you became a vet I didn't say 
anything, even though your parents made 
sure you never had to work a day in your 
life." 

“I wanted to help. I thought the animals 
might need me." 

"And the antiques? Do they need you?" 
“They need rescuing, sometimes. People are 
so careless with their treasures." 

"And how does this man, this thief, need 
you?" 

Henry laughed. “Maybe I’m part of his 
gang. Next we're going to hit a bank. Ora 
train. I forget which it is." 
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Emily called him at the shop shortly after he 
talked with his lawyer. “Henry, there's a 
girl in our barn." 

"What were you doing in the barn, Emily?" 
There was a long pause on her end of the 
line. “What an odd question,” she said final- 
ly. “Why don't you ask who the girl is and 
what she's doing there and if I called the 
police and am I all right?" 

“Are you all right?" 

“I’m confused. The girl's hurt, but someone 
patched her up. She begged me not to call 
the police, so I called you instead. Henry, I 
want her out." 

“ГИ come home." 

“АП our fine quilts, covered in blood." She 
gasped and there was a brief speculative 
silence. “Oh! I see now. It was her blood, 
wasn't it, on our sofa? You lied to me, 
Henry. Who is this girl?" 

"Tm coming home, Emily, right now.” 
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"Why did you go out to the barn, Emily?" 
She crossed her arms over her solid chest. 
“Why did you lie? Why did you cut your- 


self to help her? That was a sick thing to 
do." 

Henry looked at her with curiosity, with 
mild affection and contempt. "We're both 
sick, aren't we, Em? Each in our own way." 
She grabbed a cane from the umbrella stand 
by the door and shook it at him. “Get her 
out of there, Henry. Now." 

He imagined her rushing out to the barn and 
hitting Melinda over the head. Emily was a 
strong woman, an angry and determined 
woman. Henry had no doubt she was capa- 
ble of using the cane. 

The hard little knot that Emily had wound 
up in his stomach suddenly unraveled. He 
felt light and hollowed out. Free. 

Henry smiled. “ГІ get her out, Em.” 
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"Sometimes," said Henry, “по one comes 
into the shop all day. I sit surrounded by all 
these beautiful old things and watch the sun 
move across the window. The way the shad- 
ows change is wonderful to see. And it's so 
quiet. Except for the clocks, ticking away." 
Melinda snorted. “Sounds exciting.” 

Henry laughed, “Oh, it’s all very boring. 
But sometimes...well, I don’t mind it.” 
“Great.” Melinda shook her head. “That’s 
how I want to spend my life. Not minding 
It.” 

“Emily says you have to leave.” 

Melinda got to her feet. “That’s all right, I 
guess. You did more than most people 
would. And neither of you called the police. 
I could tell she wanted to, though." 

"What did she say when she found you?" 
"She screamed. Then she saw those bloody 
blankets and that really upset her. "They're 
ruined’ she kept saying. “All that work, all 
that history.' What did she mean?" 

“Тһе quilts were very old. Handmade." 
"Sorry." 

“Don’t be ridiculous." Henry helped her 
down the stairs from the loft. "A person's 
more important than things. Life's more 
important, isn't it?” 

"Sure." 

"Well, then, let's go." 

"What do you mean?" 

"I'm coming with you." 

"Where?" 

They were in the yard now. Henry admired 
the way the sun struck her hair, highlighting 
the warm red beneath the brown. Rather 
like the rich undertones of old mahogany. 
“That's the best part. Where?" He stared at 
Emily as she stood on the front porch, 
watching them. “I have no idea. Do you?" 
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He didn’t look in the rearview mirror as they 
drove away. He didn’t want to see the 
expression on Emily’s face. 

“Parker, are you crazy?” Melinda asked as 
they turned onto the highway. “How сап 
you just leave your wife like that?” 

“Do you know why Emily was in the barn 
when she found you?” 

She shrugged. “Did she need a reason?” 
“She hates dust and dirt and hay and pigeons 
and mice. What could she want in the 
barn?” 

“T give up.” 

“Poison.” 

“Huh?” 

"It's just a theory I have, but I’m pretty sure 
that’s why she didn’t call the police. She 
didn’t want to answer any questions herself. 
Remember what I said about working in the 
shop? Watching the sun move across the 
window?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Sometimes Emily watches me like that. 
Like she’s waiting for me to move into the 
shadows so she can have all those lovely old 
things to herself." Henry laughed. 

“What’s so funny?” 

“The quilts are useless now.” He reached 
across the seat and squeezed her hand. “І 
knew you were good luck the moment I saw 
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you. 
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They spent the night in twin beds, holding 
hands across the dark space between them. 
Henry listened to her breathing. He dozed 
off and came awake to find himself still in 
her grip. 

Once she laughed quietly. 

Henry whispered, “Melinda?” 

“Do cobwebs smell?” 

“What?” 

“This motel’s too clean. I miss your musty 
old barn.” 

Once, sobbing, she let go of his hand. 

He grabbed it again. “Are you all right?” 
“T want Ricky.” 

Henry sighed. “We'll find him." 
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They sat in the thick murk at the back of the 
room. Henry had never imagined anyone 
drank so early in the morning. He sipped his 
iced water, watching the people at the bar 
and at the other tables. Some talked and 
laughed, but most were silent. Staring at 
nothing, they drank slowly. 

Melinda talked to the bartender. Henry saw 
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that she still moved stiffly, had trouble turn- 
ing at the waist and leaning over the bar. 
She was too thin; he longed to cook some- 
thing hearty for her. 

Smiling, she walked back to the table. “He 
was here last night. He told Joe he’d be 
back today.” 

“So we wait?” 

She nodded, already watching the door. 
“What does he look like?" 

“As tall as you are, but thinner. And he’s 
got thick dark hair, like fur almost. And the 
most beautiful blue eyes in the world. I’ve 
never seen eyes like his. Like crystals.” 
Henry wondered how she would describe 
him to someone. His eyes were nothing like 
crystals he was sure. More like black peb- 
bles in his pale smooth face. And his hair 
was thinning, 

turning from black to gray. 

‘My friend Parker?’ she’d say. ‘Oh, he’s 
old. Not much to look at, but nobody’s 
sweeter.’ 

Henry slumped in his chair and stared into 
the cloudy water in his glass. What was 
Emily doing? Hiding the poison she’d gath- 
ered in the barn? Calling the police? His 
lawyer? Wandering through the house, 
gloating over all he’d left behind? 

“He’s here!” Melinda grabbed his arm. 
“Oh, Parker, he’s here.” 
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“Rat poison?” Ricky worked his fingers 
through his woolly hair. “Man, that’s rough. 
But stupid. She’d a got caught if she used 
that.” 

"I don't know if she really would’ ve gone 
through with it,” said Henry. “But the idea 
that she wanted to...” 

Ricky nodded and whispered to Melinda, 
cutting him off. 

Henry stared at the dragon tattooed on the 
younger man’s bicep. When Melinda had 
run to greet Ricky, Henry turned away, but 
he'd heard Joe and the others cheering her 
passion. 

“Two years,” said Melinda with a sigh. 
Ricky shrugged. “It won’t be so bad, 
Minda. I done it before, ГІ do it again like 
that." He snapped his fingers and the dragon 
twitched, its green eyes rolling in Henry's 
direction. 

“Maybe I should turn myself in,” said 
Melinda. 

“What for? We can't be together anyway. 
No, you wait for me, babe. Henry'll help 
you out." 

Eyes turned on him, crystal blue and woody 


brown, and the dragon's eyes, violent with 
the asking. 
Henry nodded. 


A 


In the night, rare but sweet, her lips on his 
chest, her small breasts, her moans tangled 
in his mouth. 

Her skin gleamed beneath his hand like 
golden oak, finely carved and sculpted. He 
shivered with pleasure, with the longing of 
possession. 

No names were called. He wondered if she 
imagined pelted hair, crystal eyes, the drag- 
on fierce on the muscled arm. 

And in the morning affectionate smiles, the 
pats on the head one might give a favorite 
dog. 

No more than that. 
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Waiting for Ricky, they worked in the small 
music store Melinda begged Henry to buy. 
One morning, sunlight lingering on rumpled 
sheets, the phone's shrill demand took her 
from his arms. Pale, she passed the receiver 
from her trembling hand to his. 

"Dead?" said Henry to the stranger on the 
other end. "How?" 

Something about rat poison. Suicide was a 
possibility, but also murder. He must come 
home. 

It was a three hour drive. Leaving had taken 
a lifetime, and Henry thought another life- 
time might be lost in the long, quiet drive 
back. 

Melinda held him close, breathing in his ear, 
her tears wet on his face. “I’m so sorry, 
Park. Poor Emily. Poor thing." 
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When Henry got back the store was closed, 
though it was an hour after opening time. 
He unlocked the door, turned on the lights 
and stood looking out at the molten sea. 
Two teenagers came in, matted hair to their 
shoulders, rings in their noses and ears. 
Wandering among the t-shirts, posters and 
used CDs, they fingered piles of beaded and 
braided trinkets. They laughed, shouting 
playful obscenities at each other, but were 
quietly polite when they came to the counter 
to pay. 

His new customers. He couldn't get used to 
them. 

He watched them leave, saw Melinda stand- 
ing in the doorway. The boardwalk bustled 


noisily behind her. 

“How’d the inquest go, Park?” 

“Suicide. It seemed more a guess than a sci- 
entific conclusion.” 

And where were you? he wanted to ask. 
Where are you always going without me? 
She sat behind the counter with him, her hair 
grown longer, glimmering gold and bronze 
from the ocean sun. “Ате you gonna go 
back now, to your old house and your 
antiques and the sun moving across the win- 
dow?” 

Henry frowned. “I hadn't thought of it, no.” 
She leaned her head against his shoulder. 
“You’ve been such а big help, Park. I 
couldn't have done it without you." She 
sighed. “Ricky and me, this's all we want- 
ed, to open a store like this. Who knew all I 
had to do was ask my friend Parker? Then 
Ricky wouldn't be in jail." 

"Then we wouldn't have met." 

"Yeah. But this store isn't you. It doesn't 
mean anything to you, the stuff in here. You 
love the old things in your house and your 
own store, and now that Emily's gone, 
there's no reason you can't go back." 

No reason? Henry stared at her in dismay. 
"You want me to go?" 

"Ricky's getting out soon." She looked up 
at him, laughing. "He's coming home." 
Ricky home to Melinda, Henry home to his 
antiques. 

Henry nodded. He stood up and walked out 
the door. 
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Henry wandered through the house, trailing 
his hands over the old pieces that had so 
delighted him once. But they were hard and 
cold. No movement, no breath escaped 
them, no need. 

Even Emily's ghost did not linger here. 

He drove to the shop every day, where he sat 
silently, waiting. 

Тһе sun moved across the window апа the 
shadows grew long and dark. 

Finally, the phone rang. 

Melinda, breathless on the other end. 
"Parker, I need you!” 


A 


Ricky lay stretched out on the bed, bloody 
sheets twisted around his long legs. 

"You fixed me up,” said Melinda. “You can 
help him, can't you?" 

“Тһе bullet has to come ош,” said Henry. 
"He needs a doctor." 

"No doctors." 


Henry told her what he needed. 

Melinda sat beside Ricky with a bottle of 
whiskey, forcing him to drink, her hands 
calm but her eyes frantic. 

With a dull thud the bullet dropped into the 
plastic bucket on the floor. Henry's voice 
and hands were steady as he talked, cleaned, 
stitched, stole glances at silent Melinda. 
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“Why’d you come?" asked Ricky. 

Henry opened his eyes. Across the room 
Melinda slept in a chair, moonlight painting 
stark shadows on her face. Ricky watched 
him from the bed. 

“Why’d you always come when she calls?" 
Henry sighed and sat up. 

“I like you, Henry. You saved my life, but I 
know what happened while I was gone." 
The crystal eyes pinned him to his chair. 
Henry felt like a sacrificial offering, tied to a 
post while the dragon wheeled above him in 
the sky. He made a feeble attempt to escape. 
"Im sorry." 

Ricky moved his shoulders in the beginnings 
of a shrug, gasped and caught his lips 
between his teeth. 

In her moonlit corner Melinda stirred and 
groaned. 

"It don't matter. Two years is a long time. 
Minda was lonely and you're a good man, 
Henry. A good man. That's 
why I’m gonna tell you a few 
things about her." 

Henry wanted to get up, walk 
out the door, but the dragon 
had begun its killing dive. He 
waited for the grip of its 
talons. 

"After you left, we went 
under real fast. Minda got the 
idea to knock over a bigger 
place, a bank or a jeweler's. I 
didn't want her getting hurt 
again, so I went off on my 
own..." 

"Don't talk," said Henry. 
“Rest.” 

“You don’t know her. You 
think you love her, but you 
don’t know her. See, I know 
her and I still love her.” He 
looked into the corner and 
away again. Following his 
glance, Henry saw the glitter 
of Melinda’s eyes in the dark- 
ness. “She murdered some- 
one, your helpless little 
princess. Now you guess 


who, Mr. Parker.” 

Henry stood up, sat down again, shaking. 
“Guess who our little Minda killed so you’d 
go home and make room for me.” 
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The next morning Henry sat on the thread- 
bare couch, eyes burning after a sleepless 
night. 

Melinda came into the living room, bent 
over him. “It wasn’t just to get you out of 
our way, Park. I couldn’t stand the thought 
of her hurting you.” 

He looked at her wonderful skin and gleam- 
ing hair and saw the strength, the vast cold 
darkness beneath the shiny veneer. 

Melinda kissed his cheek, her hair in his 
eyes, sweet perfume and incense a cloud 
around them. 

"We're leaving tomorrow. Going to the 
West Coast. Never been to California, have 
you? Ricky’s really weak. I could use some 
help, Park." Her eyes went soft and help- 
less. "Please?" 


Henry looked away. 

From the bedroom, Ricky called softly. 
"Parker?" ; 

Henry stared at him, the dragon motionless 
on the limp arm, the crystal eyes pleading. 
“Please, Park?” Ricky said. 

Henry smiled. A 
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Ah! Catherine the Great! One of 
Russia’s greatest and most enlightened 
rulers. While expanding Russia in the 
west and the south thereby giving it 
unprecedented power, she was able to 
bring the French culture of Voltaire to 
her adopted homeland (she was 
German by birth) by dint of working 
overtime at making Russian society the 
equal of Paris and Berlin. Catherine 
also introduced some remarkable mea- 
sures for the care of the sick and needy. 
She founded a special medical college 
as a model for urban hospetaliers. Yes, 
she crushed a peasant uprising, but and 
all in all, considering it was the 18th 
Century, a remarkable and largely 
unprecedented thirty-four year reign. 
Yet what do we think of when we deign 
to think of poor Cathy? Right, equine- 
love and nymphomania. Which 
apparently, is about all the French 
with their KATARINA THE NAKED 
CZARINA, considered when they 
filmed their biography of this oft- 
maligned monarch. Milk and wine 
baths with lesbian courtesans. 

Orgies on top of orgies whilst 
exquisitely dressed marquesses 
playfully ply marquises. Frenetic 
masturbating from dawn to dusk as 
revolution spends itself in violence. 
Ravishment utilized to consolidate 
power. Sex as exercise of will. 
Beauty cloaked in the vestments of 
depravity. Yeah, baby! The hell 

with historical accuracy. Let’s get 
naked! 

(Video Search of Miami) 
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Last year they had a huge B-movie 
festival in Manhattan and the 
papers and critic-maudits tried to 
make a big deal about this obscure, 
overheated soap opera called WHO 
KILLED TEDDY BEAR heading 
one of the bills. Ozzy has no idea 
why the intelligentsia went nuts over 
this flick as the film, despite its 
rather sleazy ambience, is rather 
terrible. Well, it’s not really terrible. 
No film with leggy, pouty-mouth 
Juliet Prowse as a Midwestern, vir- 
ginal dance-instructor trying to 
make a living as a dj at a posh 
swinging sixties East Side dis- 
cotheque run by fur-clad lesbian 
Elaine Stritch is going to be terrible. 
Throw in Sal Mineo as a tortured 
sex-maniac making obscene phone 
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calls to Prowse while stalking Stritch and 
trying to raise a retarded, nymphomani- 
ac sister who has never quite recovered 
from catching Sal in flagrante delicto 
with their mother and you definitely 
approach watchable. Flavor with 
borscht-belt comic Jan Murray as a cyni- 
cal detective with encyclopedic knowl- 
edge of psychopathia sexualis and... 
okay, okay, you've got something akin to 
a cult classic. Or, at the very least, low 
comedy of a very high order. 

(The Fang, Box 3333, Main Post Office, 
NY, NY 10116) 
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The softcore Spanish film, LULU, was 
banned everywhere Ozzy’s program 
notes inform him and despite the fact 
that there’s no penetration, gaping 
pudendum, erect penises or even sloppy 
kissing, it’s not to hard to understand 
what all the fuss was about. This is a 
work by people who believe in the power 
of the image, who are convinced that the 
way a body is lit and shot is the secret to 
arousing the viewer. Artisans who have 
little doubt that the truly erotic is what is 
suggested, not what is displayed. Lulu 
is a sexual bildungsroman, the story of 
the sexual awakening, subsequent erot- 
ic experimentation and, ultimately, 
degradation of a beautiful young 
woman. There is incest. There are 
menage а trois. There are toys and 
implements of destruction. There are 
scenes Oz best keeps silent about so 
that you may keep reading. Suffice 
to say, that if the viewer is able to 
watch Bigas (Anguish) Luna’s mar- 
velous masturbatory aid without hit- 
ting the pause button to retreat into a 
fantasy world of his or her own then 
he must urgently request that you 
seek medical and/or psychiatric help. 
(Video Search of Miami) 


Quentin Tarantino’s latest unearthing 
from the cinematic dunghill is THE 
BEYOND, a 1981 Italian horror film 
by hack director Lucio Fulci. The 
recently deceased Fulci had some- 
thing of a cult following in the psy- 
chotronic world and Ozzy could 
waste your time theorizing why this 
was, and continues to be so, but he 
won't. Let's just say that the mind 
behind such dubious masterpieces 
as Zombie and The Gates of Hell 
was enamored of gore and leave it at 
that. And The Beyond, which finds 
an attractive blonde inheriting a New 
Orleans mansion that sits o’er top 
one of the entrances to Hell, is one of 
Fulci’s goriest. Well, that’s not 
entirely true. You see, Lucio’s hor- 
ror exercises tend to run together in 
the mind since they're all, when you 
come right down to it, little more than 
grue-soaked fun house rides. With 
terrible musical accompaniment. 
Quentin probably picked this one to 
"rediscover" because it has some 
arty touches and an ending that's 
kind of clever if you don't think about 
the preceding ninety minutes too 
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SPLATTERDAY-NIGHT MADNESS!" 


Stunning...Surreal... Shocking... 
THE BEYOND stands as Fulci’s masterpiece!” 


Dennis lermody, PAPER MAGATINE 


Horror Maestra Lucio Fulci's masterpiece 
of fear and the unknown. 


much. Ozzy has to admit that despite 
the high stupidity factor, he rather 
enjoyed this nonsense. Of course, Mr. 
Fide also enjoys spending his summers 
in Wildwood, New Jersey aka the 
“armpit of the northeast." 


(Video Vault) 


Universal Pictures is releasing and re- 
releasing a number of its classic film 
noires while touting Phantom Lady as 
the one to watch. Scholarly noir 
cineastes, however, are going to flip 
over BAD ANGEL. Most studies of the 
genre give the flick short notice because 
it's essentially a rehashing of the afore- 
mentioned Phantom but what it's got 
going for it is the preternaturally cool 
Dan Duryea in the lead and the loss of 
the inept Curt Siodmak as director. This 
may sound like heresy to film aficiona- 
dos but watch the two movies back to 
back and you'll understand why Oz feels 
the way he does. Curt produces brilliant 
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individual set pieces but they never 
add up to anything. He's a remark- 
ably intelligent guy but after watching 
any one of his features you find your- 
self shaking your head and asking, 
like Peggy Lee, "Is that all there is?" 
Here, the suave and soigne Duryea 
finds himself pouring the booze down 
the drain in an attempt to help beauti- 
ful blonde June Vincent clear her phi- 
landering husband of a murder rap. 
Classy nightclub owner Peter Lorre is 
a prime suspect and Broderick 
Crawford is the all-knowing cop. It 
ends tragically as a good noir should 
and it's chock full o rain-drenched 
streets, low-key lighting, expressionis- 
і tic camera work and marvelously 
understated acting. 

(Video Vault) 


Bennies. They're killing the nation's 


truck drivers. It's slow death. DEATH 
IN SMALL DOSES. Yes, the truckers 
are completing their runs. America's 
grocery and auto parts stores are 
keeping well stocked but semi-intelli- 
gent, badly-shaped men are dying. 
Sometimes even killing each other 
before their heads implode! 

Shocking! Ripped from today's head- 
lines. Can nothing be done? Well, if 
Peter Graves and the always alert 
Interstate Commerce Commission have 
their way, this scourge of America's 
demi-men can be wiped out. All we 
have to do is put Grave in a leather jack- 
et, hook him up with amphetamine 
addict Chuck “Fudgepacker” Connors 
and consider the problem solved. 
Joseph Newman, the auteur behind the 


remarkable sci-fi farrago, This Island 
Earth, phones-in the direction insuring 
that this pile of rubbish moves at a 
snail's pace but that's okay as it gives 
everyone more than enough time to 
overact. Especially Connors whose turn 
as a toothy, grinning, pill-popping jive- 
talking simian goes beyond bad into 
another realm altogether. Marla Powers 
is suitably fetching as the love interest 
only repressed homosexuals could tum- 
ble for, her broad face and ample hips 
an obscene parody of feminine volup- 
tuousness. Yes, that was her making it 
impossible to understand what all the 
fuss was about in Cyrano de Bergerac. 
Somewhere in the nether regions of 
Hell, director Newman is being forcibly 
made to masturbate to the ineffectual 
gyrations of Ms. Powers. 

(The Fang) 


depending on whether you watch it 
alone or with your more cynical associ- 
ates. 


There's a good chance that you're quite 
familiar with the work of the Shaw 
Brothers even though you've never 
heard of them. Think back. Saturday 
afternoon. You're glued to the tube 
watching an atrocious kung-fu movie. 
Indecipherable story. Non-existent plot- 
ting. Inane dubbing. Incredible fights 
though: guys with headbands and 


HILL with a kill! 
ASA. А certain kind of terror 
sold by a nighttime waitress‘ 
... bought by an all-night 


b, driver! 
"n 2 — qr 


рум іп pe | doses, 


Based on the SAT. EVE, POST'S EXPOSE c 


u new xl af hell on the highway! 


MAGIC WHISTLE 
ALAS! MY NEWEST PLAY 


samurai swords or nunchuks jumping 
twenty feet in the air and somersaulting 
once, twice, three times before planting 
their foot in the face of their opponent. 

In fact, the first kung-fu hit in America, 
was not a Bruce Lee film but, if Oz is not 
mistaken, Five Fingers of Death. Ah! 
Now you remember. That’s what got 
you hooked on all that chop-sockey stuff 
in the first place. Well that and the fact 
that you had to spend Saturday after- 
noons alone since no one wanted to go 
out with you except that slightly over- 
weight girl with the glasses and the 
braces who was actually pretty cool and 
if you could only keep it from your 
friends who would mock you unmerciful- 
ly if they found out you wanted to ask 
her out still who were they to talk as they 
weren't going out with anyone either so 
fuck them... But! digress. The Shaw 
Brothers, they produced tons of that 
crap you saw on Saturday afternoon tv. 
Then they decided to go into horror. 

And they made some amazing things. 
Things filled with inventive blood-letting 
and mayhem. And sleazy monsters. 
And nudity. The best of them is without 
a doubt SEEDING OF A GHOST, the ne 
plus ultra of Asian horror. But remem- 
ber, this is a Shaw Brothers' production 
so don't be disappointed if things are a 
bit, er um, disjointed. Here's all you 
need to know: a cabbie is unjustly 
accused of raping and murdering his 
wife so he goes to a witch doctor and 
asks for revenge against those responsi- 
ble. Oh yes, you're right. All that nudity 
that comes before the thing with the 
cabdriver has nothing to do with any- 
thing. And most of those people whose 
bodies explode, or have their faces 
chewed off, or vomit their guts up after 
the witch doctor casts his spell, don't 
know the cabdriver's wife from Adam. 
Trust Ozzy here, you won't care. 

(Video Vault) 


It's not often a film manages to shock 
the battle-scared Mr. Fide, but FRIGHT- 
MARE, а British low-budget chiller made 
in 1974 managed to do so. But then 
almost all of Peter Walker's sleazy exer- 
cises have had Ozzy's stomach doing 
somersaults. Hell, this is a guy who 
made a flick (The Confessional aka 
House of Mortal Sin) about a killer priest 
who offs his victims with rosaries and 
incense burners. So how do you top 
that? Well, you release a gory film 
about a deranged old woman who's a 
cannibal. But not just an ordinary canni- 
bal, oh no, a cannibal who eats only 
brains! Which she hasn't managed to 
do for some seventeen years having 
been locked away in a 
loony bin but when the 
authorities pronounce her 
sane she moves to an iso- 
lated farm and placed in 
the care of her husband. 
Problem is, her husband 
is also a few bricks shy of 
a load as well. In an 


APER 


by Sam Henderson 


Д. 
ЖҰР 


ably creepy as the madwoman апа 
Rupert Davies is equally disquieting as 
her ineffectual, befuddled spouse. 
Director Walker, confident of his material 
and clearly enjoying himself, takes his 
time setting things up, then once the cat 
is out of the bag, allows everything to 
quickly spiral downward, piling shock on 
top of shock. Effective too is Walker’s 
palette, the miasmatic browns and jaun- 
diced yellows lending the film an eerie, 
decidedly unhealthy tone. 

(Trash Palace) ' 


NB AMERICA'S #1 
ЕУ CRACKPOT 


VIDEO © VIDEO COMPANY! 


attempt to keep his homi- 
cidal spouse out of trouble 
he asks his adopted 
daughter to deliver a 
package of head cheese 
from the local butcher 
shop once a week. When 
this doesn’t work and the 
elderly loony reverts to 
form he turns his head 
and takes to cleaning up 
the mess and helping 
bury the bodies in the 
barn. The daughter 
begins to sense some- 
thing is horribly amiss and 
with the aid of her psychi- 
atrist boyfriend seeks to 
get to the bottom of 
things. But they're both a 
little slow on the uptake 
because they have their 
hands full trying to help 
her slatternly teenage sis- 
ter, the hell spawn of her 
adopted parents, in line. 
Sheila Keith is unbeliev- 
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Ah ha ha ha he һе heeeee; 
the Japanese were actually 
able to get the latest film of 
the lunatic who made Tetsuo 
| & Il released as an “art” 
film. Although they 
betrayed the sensibility at 
the heart of the flick by push- 
ing it as “The Only Thing 
That Can Kick Godzilla’s 
Ass.” Which might have 
helped things if Godzilla 
wasn't the pitiful exercise in 
nothing at all that it was. Oz 
asks ya: Who the hell is 
going to see a monster 
movie with Matthew 
Broderick as the star? Aside 
from his mother. Alright, 
back to matters at hand: 
TOKYO FIST is the name of 
Shinya Tsukamoto’s latest 
take on narrative decon- 
struction, experimental cine- 
matograpic techniques and 
inventive bloodwork. It’s 
about boxing. It’s not about 
boxing. It’s about a 
Milquetoast whose girlfriend 
falls in love with a psychotic 
boxer forcing the wimp to 
take up this most manly of 


arts and the girlfriend to begin piercing 
herself in some very painful places. 


together have just released their fifth 


THE ONLY THING IN NEW YORK 
THAT CAN KICK GODZILLA'S ASS 


installment and it's a doozy. Part one is 
a tongue-in- cheek look at menstruation 
featuring interviews with lovely young 
Baltimoreans, tongue-tied male adoles- 
cents and tongue heavy retards intercut 
with hilarious clips from obscure movies 
and public service documentaries. As a 
bonus, a ten minute educational film is 
tacked on wherein we are treated to the 
spectacle of an eight-year old sufferer 
of Downs' Syndrome learning how to 

j affix а maxi-pad to her panties courtesy 
of her badly bleeding “normal” sister. 
Part two gives us an interview with 

| Shonen Knife by a slavish fanboy, a talk 
with an intellectually challenged porno 
actress hawking onanistic aids, a tour of 
a condom factory and other addle-pated 
bits of business. What makes all of this 
so entertaining is the refusal of our 
hosts to take any of this nonsense seri- 
ously, clever editing and, natch, impec- 
cable bad taste. If there's a better 
underground television show than this, 
Mr. Fide has yet to see or hear about it. 
(Atomic Books, 1018 North Charles 
Street, Baltimore, MD 21201) 


“THE EXPLO! LOVE TRIANGI 

A THIN LINE OF BLACK COMEDY 

- SAN FRANCISCO CHRONICLE 

FROM THE DIRECTOR OF TETSUO 

PRODUCED AND DIRECTED BY SHINYA TSUKAMOTO 7; 
xs 


MUSIC BY ТҰ 
www.mangi 


; RIDES 


It's 


not about this lame and his woman... 


Get the picture? No, you can't. You 
could watch this haunting, violent, san- 
guinary, disturbing vision of something 
or other and never really get it. But get 
this: someone once said beauty should 
be convulsive or not at all. Ozzy never 
really understood what the fuck that had 
to do with anything. Until he stumbled 


upon Tsukamoto. 
(Video Vault) 


My friends at Screw magazine are 
always telling me how lucky they are 
because public access tv on Manhattan 
cable provides entertainment like 
Midnight Blue and whatever the hell 
misguided hoyden Robin Byrd calls her 
show. Not being a chronic masturbator 
Oz finds both programs rather dull and 
anyway we here in the DC corridor have 
a public channel that shows flicks like 
Mesa of Lost Women and another UHF 
station airing the incomparable ATOMIC 
TV. Tom Warner and Scott Huffines, 
the deranged duo who slap this thing 
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Oz must apologize at the 
outset for failing to get this 
thing called РІ. This is a 
thriller? Maybe to calculus 
majors or to rabbis study- 
ing the Cabala but not to 
Ozzy who fell asleep about 
halfway through this exer- 
cise in tedium. Which kind 
of surprised Mr. Fide as 
the filmmakers have set up 
a very cool web site for the 
film - which probably cost 

f twice as much as the flick 
itself, shot in grainy black 
and white in what appears 
to be a two block or so 
radius of Manhattan's 
Chinatown. Sean Gullette 
is appropriately creepy 
though as protagonist Max 
Cohen, a professional 
mathematician who has 
cracked the numerical pat- 
tern for determining where 
Wall'Street stocks are 
heading. Moreover, a 
crash of the mainframe 
computer in Max's seedy 
apartment has resulted in 
a 216 digit error message 


media maxipad 
absorbing the 
continual flo 
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MONSTERS! EXPLOITATION! ROCK'N'ROLL! 


AGNOSTIC FRONT 
Something’s Gotta Give 


No question Agnostic Front 
put the “hard” in hardcore. At 
least for the New York hard- 
core movement which took its 
inspiration from the pioneer- 
ing work of D.C.’s Bad Brains 
and California’s Black Flag. 


What appears to set The 


Front apart from so many of 
their buzz-cut, overly-tattooed 


brethren however is their 


affinity for the textures and 
rhythms of early metal. On 
their first full length work in 


almost six years, 


Something’s Gotta Give, the 
Front don’t stray terribly far 
from the conventions of the 
genre but the songs are tem- 
pered by arresting instrumen- 


tal decorations, infectious 


power chords, and the occa- 
sional appearance of some- 
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thing akin to melody. 
The lyrics are little more 
than jejune agitprop - 
“We are young and 
strong, With our new 
hopes we can't go 
wrong” - but employed 
in the context of music 
so raw and powerful 
they're more than ser- 
viceable. (Epitaph) ds 


DAVIE ALLAN & THE 
ARROWS 
Fuzz Fest 


In Davie Marsh's highly 
readable but misguided 
attempt to rate the 1001 
“greatest” rock singles 
ever waxed he puts 
Born To Be Wild at 541! 
Adding insult to injury, 
he has the effrontery to 
tell the reader that it 
edges out Davie Allan’s 


Blue’s Theme as the greatest 
motorcycle song in history then 
fails to list that composition any- 
where in his compromising com- 
pendium. Yeah, Davie’s a fine 
writer, his ability to “describe” the 
sound of anything is non-paral- 
leled; but you know where he’s 
coming from when he puts 
Steppenwolf's brazen, inimitable 
bit of manly bravado at 541: 
Politcalcorrectnessville. / Heard 
It Through The Grapevine is 
number one; and Jesus-Mary- 
and-Joseph! it isn't even Marvin 
Gaye's best song. Let's Get It 
On deserves that honor (#141 
according to Marsh) and if you’re 
а gal or effeminate; ІІ be more 
than happy to give you /t Takes 
Two (#146). Davie Allan's a fine 
writer too. But he's been con- 
signed to the margins by rock 
cognoscenti like Mr. Marsh. 
Along with Duane Eddy, Dick 
Dale and Link Wray. Ridiculous, 


but you know better. So don’t 
wait for the Germans and Bear 
Family to put out a nine CD set 
like they did for Eddy; buy this, it 
has some new things on it. Hell, 
buy everything you can find by 
Allan; he’s an original, highly 
inventive guitarist. His stuff 
swings hard; it’s muscular and 
lively, lyrical when it needs to be 
(Corridor Of Fear, Experiment In 
Terror) and rewards endless lis- 
tenings. (Bomp) ds 


CALEXICO 
The Black Light 


If Lou Reed had grown up in the 
deserts of the southwest and 
gone on to join a surf band in the 
60’s, you MIGHT (and | mean 
MIGHT) get something like this. 
The boys don't try to blow the 
roof off the place, not at all. 
Kinda just eases up on you like 
the teddy bear cholla you’re 
backing into without knowing it’s 
there . . . Till the blood flows. 
Does that make sense? 
Probably пої. . . Calexico knows 
how to hit the blue note. They 
know how to evoke that lone- 
some, but self-contained feeling 
that nights on the prairie can 
draw out of the most urbane dip- 
shit when exposed to the REAL 
THING. Beats the fuck out of 
me just exactly WHAT these 
guys are doing. But | like it. | 
like it alot. (Quarterstick 
Records, Box 25342, Chicago, IL 
60625) jm 


JOHNNY CASH & WILLIE 
NELSON 
VH1 Storytellers 


So everyone is talking about the 
new Wilco album in the makes or 
Shania Twat’s latest video on 
goober vision but this gets 
buried. Go figure. The ways of 
alt.country are more than pass- 
ing strange. Me, and probably 
you however, could listen to 
Willie and Johnny swap stories 
and mess with things like / Still 
Miss Someone and Funny How 
Time Slips Away till the cows 
come home. Sure notes are 
missed here and there and 
Johnny ain’t the greatest picker 
in the world but Willie knows how 
to fill in the dead spaces and 
both men sound healthy and 
clearly enjoy being in each 
other’s company. It’s a rather 


sedate affair but 
you'd be hard 
pressed to find 
something better to 
put on late at night 
when all you have 
for company is a 
half-empty bottle of 
Jack. (Columbia) 
ds 


CHEATER SLICKS 
Skidmarks 


There's something 
glorious about 
bands like this. 
Bands that sound 
desperate and 
lewd. Melodic and 
cacophonous. 
Demented and 
studied. The Cheater Slicks 
make, for want of better terms, 
sleazy noisy blues rock and they 
are marvelous at it. This collec- 
tion of outtakes, obscurities and 
juvenilia is apparently intended 
as something of a short-handed 
history of the group, a four-piece 
which initially hit the boards as a 
dark rockabilly unit aping The 
Cramps and quickly de-evolved 
into the booze-soaked, earnestly 
chaotic Mississippi-Delta-cum- 
Sixties-garage-rock arrivistes 
you may or may not know today. 
If you are unfamiliar with the 
Slicks, Skidmarks is a great 
place to start as there are only 
one or two duds among the eigh- 
teen cuts. Even the early deriva- 
tive ghoulabilly material is, like 
the rest of this, laced with humor, 
defiance, genuine creepiness 
and willfully absurdist turns by 
the vocalist and guitarists. So 
check it out ‘cause as their moth- 
er once said: "To come to know 
The Slicks is not necessarily to 
love them but, rather, to take 
them into the heart for reasons 
the mind cannot possibly com- 
prehend." (Crypt) ds 


DESTROYED BY ANGER 
Destroyed By Anger 


No, that's destroyed by aspira- 
tions of being Slayer, whose 
vaults they must've raided for the 
one pummeling riff/rhythm that 
gets beaten to death here. 
Vocals sound as though they're 
being hurled into a toilet, along 
with a twelve-pack of cheap beer 
and pieces of trachea. 


Coincidentally, the same place 
you'd expect this band's future to 
be heading. (Vulture) bh 


DIRTY THREE 
Ocean Songs 


The limited solo use of violin and 
viola in non-classical contexts 
has met with mixed results. For 
every truly skilled player (e.g., 
Eddie Jobson), there's a tune- 
less wonder (e.g. David Cross). 
Dirty Three's Warren Ellis bor- 
rows well from John Cale's clas- 
sically trained experimental work 
with just a pinch of former 
Fairport fiddler Dave Swarbrick's 
folk-influenced work thrown in. 
Unfortunately, bandmates gui- 
tarist Mick Turner and drummer 
Jim White provide Ellis with little 
context and rarely any tension, 
Authentic Celestial Music and 
Deep Waters being notable 
exceptions. Their pulseless, 
stumblebum mix of minor key 
drones and brush drums reduces 
most of Ocean Songs to ambient 
mood music for a lounge in hell. 
(Touch & Go) df 


THE ELEMENT 79 
Dig Out! 


This trio claims to know Wink 
Martindale but that's a lie. Can 
anyone truly lay claim to knowing 
the toothy, polyester clad game 
show legend? His very origins - 
and current whereabouts - are 
shrouded in mystery. Certainly 
he wouldn't be caught dead 
hanging out with these sharkskin 
suited black-sunglass-adorned 


DIRTY THREE 


big- beat hipsters. Cool as Wink 
is, or was, he would be embar- 
rassed to be so effortlessly 
shown-up by a trio that is the ne 
plus ultra of cool. Cool too is this 
eight cut reverb soaked bluesy 
garage rave-up. The guitars cut 
like a'knife to the belly, the 
vocals hit like a cheap punch to 
the jaw and the drums beat an 
insistent tattoo on the brain like a 
hangover that no amount of Advil 
can cure. Can you spell 
B-O-S-S, baby? Sure you can. 
(360 Twist) ds 


ERRORTYPE: 11 
Some.Six 


In despair, the reviewer is nearly 
ready to give up. It's been one 
dismal listening experience after 
another. His editor must secretly 
hate him, that's what it is. Why 
else would he send such horri- 
ble, horrible discs to cover? But 
the reviewer gives it one more 
shot. What's this? Errortype: 
11? His Macintosh computers 
occasionally inform him of this 
problem. And he loves his Macs 
very much. Could be a good 
omen. Imagine, then, his delight 
to realize that someone out there 
can still manage to combine 
energy with melody. Someone 
who understand that guitars can 
have more than one sonic tex- 
ture. Whose sense of dynamics 
and arranging tend toward the 
complex and unpredictable. 
Who can sound modern without 
resorting to smarmy trendiness. 
Faith is restored. (Some 
Records) bh 
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ЕТНЕН 
Hush 


Oh do not ask what is it. Let 
us go and make our visit. 
Picture yourself as a patient 
etherized on a table. Sounds 
hollow, muddied and yet 
somehow musical. There a 
tambourine gently clanging. 

A rhythm beaten on attenuat- 
ed metals o'er calls from aton- 
al Middle-Eastern winds. The 
rhythms become fuller, more 
insistent then fade as the 
mechanical chug of synthesiz- 
ers assert themselves. Now а 
sinuous bass groove has us 
moving to raga guitar psyche- 
delia. Cut to a liquid industrial 
funk thang with thick distortion 
on the low end with lagging 
rhythm and atonality. Then a 
pulse plied over a single quaver. 
We're drifting and suddenly it 
transmogrifies into a quivering, 
noisy synthesized rocker. Yes, 
these are notes shored against 
carefully crafted ruins: a post- 
modern mix of New Age dream- 
scapes and industrial rock. A 
soundtrack for the new Argento 
film composed by musicians 
schooled in the experiments of 
Robert Fripp and Brian Eno. 
Magnificent for all that. And you 
not knowing or caring what the 
hell I'm getting at. (Pinworm, 
Box 511346, Salt Lake City, UT 
84151) ds 


FIG. 4 AND TOBIN SPROUT 
S/T 
Singles/Unreleased 


Guided by Voices’ former gui- 
tarist Tobin Sprout once led his 
own band, Fig. 4, which released 
one album, S/T, in 1986. With 
Sprout leaving GbV to concen- 
trate on raising his small children 
(an admirable display of family 
values), S/T has been reissued 
with one live-in-the-studio Fig. 4 
and five recent Sprout solo 
tracks added on. 

Full of jangly guitars and 
murky vocals, S/T is a dead-on 
copy of Chronic Town/Murmur- 
period R.E.M., but with a less 
punchy rhythm section. Fig. 4 
might've been worthwhile as a 
local bar band, but nothing on 
S/T grabs one like the legendary 
professional wrestling submis- 
sion hold after which the band is 
named. 
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The five more recent tracks 
were recorded during Sprout's 
GbV tenure and after his 1996 
departure. While he's developed 
his own style, the performances 
are dull. Sprout's drunken whine 
and lifeless rhythm section 
deflate the material. Sadder 
than You, for example, could 
have been a great riff rocker if it 
had been played as though any- 
one involved meant what they 
were doing. (Recordhead) df 


GASOLINE 
Gasoline 


There are many punk bands out 
there assaying the garage thing 
- infectious fifties cum sixties 
rock melodies, snotty singing, 
vague fuzz, speed-up tempos - 
and Gasoline is one of them. " 
One of the ‘what’?” you say. 
One of the "best" | say because 
being Japanese they are unbur- 
dened by the anxiety of influ- 
ence. They know not of Sky 
Saxon and the Seeds. They 
are unfamiliar with the sacro- 
sanct majesty of The Sonics. 
They have not partaken of 
Davie Allan and his lordly 
Arrows. What they know is that 
you don't put a song down until 
you've got some wild riff for the 
verse апа an even wilder riff 
for the chorus. The simpler and 
more moronic (this is a compli- 
ment) the better. Then you turn 
the bass and drums loose and 
let them do whatever the hell 
they want as long as they keep 
time. That leaves the singer 


GASOLINE 


free to scream things in pigeon 
English like “Whanna make ta 
pupae motherfuckas toe gone!” 
and the lead guitarist freer to 
craft these angular bluesy-rock 
solos which sound something 
like Paul “Train Kept A Rollin” 
(variations of which these crafty 
Japanese employ quite frequent- 
ly) Burlison after a three day 
bender. Look, if you think Guitar 
Wolf is the living end, and don’t 
get me wrong, they are; these 
guys have driven there, stopped 
and looked at each other, 
shrugged as if to say, “What the 
fuck!”, jammed their collective 


foot on the accelerator and 
buried the needle. (Estrus) ds 


THE GIMMICKS 
High Heels 


If | tell you Stooges crossed 
with Birthday Party you, yes, 
you you you, know exactly 
what I'm talking about. But 
that’s you you you. What 
about everyone else else 
else? High energy, alcohol 
soaked blues-tinged-psyche- 
delic rock fronted by a great, 
clinicly-insane shouter. 
Sounds like they mixed him 
way down so as to force him to 
declaim at a level ridiculous 
even for him. He, being totally 
mad, minds not a whit. The 
rest of the boys, not to be out- 
done, try to shut him out by 
playing as loud as their amps will 
allow. Which is pretty goddamn 
loud. No one gives a shit 
because the songs are great i.e. 
sui generis despite bearing hall- 
marks of those whose names we 
shall not speak, the producer's 
brought in tons of beer for the 
session and everyone involved 
knows they'll be lucky, very 
lucky, if any of them make it to 
the middle of next week. See 
them when they come to your 
town; you'll probably only get 
one chance. Bands this good 
have a very short shelf life. 
(Estrus) ds 


THE GIMME 
HIGH HEELS 


BUDDY GUY 
Heavy Love 


The legendary blues guitarist’s 
latest features a stellar cast - 
including Little Feat drummer 
Richie Hayward and MG guitarist 
Steve Cropper - providing sup- 
port for his usual sublime fret- 
work. Guy updates his sound by 
adding plenty of Feat-style funk 
rhythms into the mix. But Heavy 
Love occasionally sounds com- 
mercially calculated (what’s up 
with the fuzz bass on Midnight 
Love?) and becomes a bit repeti- 
tive. Though Guy draws from 
sources ranging from Bert Berns 
to Louis Jordan to ZZ Top, he’s 
at his best when he sticks to 
basic blues and let's his six- 
string roar, as on his own Had a 
Bad Night. His reworking of 
warhorses Are You Lonely for 
me Baby апа | Just Want to 
Make Love to You, however, are 
less successful. (Silvertone) df 


LOSTON HARRIS 
Comes Love 


The elastic definition of pop 
music has stretched so far in the 
last decade of the millennium 


that it's 
either 
gonna 
break, 
stretch to 
the point of 
useless- 
ness or 
snap closed 
suddenly 
and force- 
fully. The 
former two 
would allow 
Loston 
Harris his 
stated goal: 
To sell mil- 
lions of 
records 
while still 
playing 
jazz. Why 
not? Diane 
Krall, Harry 
Connick 
and John 
Pizzarelli do 
it. 
» Harris 
could be 
mistaken 
for the latter 
two, though he has a lot more in 
common with Krall on his N2K 
debut Comes Love. He demon- 
strates a profound desire to 
swing, infused by the killer bass 
work of David Grossman. He 
also has terrific taste in covers, 
as this record casts him as a 
performer rather than a compos- 
er. Harris does serious justice to 
the likes of Poppa Ellis Marsalis, 
Rodgers and Hammerstein and 
Duke Ellington, as well as a 
bunch of lesser known writers. 
Easy Listening Blues, which 
works despite its oxymoronic 
title, allows Harris to plunge 
into some twelve bar grit. Even 
a chestnut like Moonlight In 
Vermont swings. 

On a personal note: Two lis- 
teners in an office, one an 
acolyte of Ornette Coleman, 
one who described Coleman’s 
oeuvre as “cat-swinging music” 
to his face (a description which 
caused Ornette’s son Denardo 
to nearly require oxygen from 
laughing so hard) listening: 

She: This is pretty good. Nice 
and mellow. 

He: Yeah, it’s polite, but it 
swings pretty good, too. He 
can really cut loose on the 


solos. 
She: | like the bassist. 
He: Yeah, he’s a killer. 
That’s more than you need to 
know. (N2K) hb 


THE HUMPERS 
Euphoria, Confusion, Anger & 
Remorse 


Aha, another Humpers’ album on 
Epitaph - time for punk 
cognoscenti everywhere to make 
their annual announcement that, 
“The new Humpers’ album 
sucks!”, usually well before ever 
hearing it. After all, they had the 
unmitigated gall to sign with 
Epitaph, so they obviously sold 
out. Time for a reality check 
here .. . while lIl be among the 
first to sign a petition maintaining 
that these semi-legendary 
drunks will never top their 
Sympathy For the Record 
Industry gems, Positively Sick on 
4th Street and, to a lesser 
extent, Journey to the Center of 
Your Wallet (Humpers’ second & 
third Lp’s/CD’s), goddammit, | 
like their other records as well! - 
ranging from the re-issued 
Suicide Kings LP/CD (pre- 
Humpers at their most NY 
Dollsish) and My Machine 
(Humpers' first) to the three 
Epitaph releases (this, their lat- 
est being the third). | admit that I 
found Live Forever or Die Trying, 
their initial Epitaph effort, a bit 
disappointing, with muffled 
sounding production (compared 
to the SFHI efforts) plus the fact 
that they chose to re-record five 
to six of their classics from previ- 
ous works. Plastique Valentine 


THE 
HUMPERS 


in '97 and this new one (named 
for the supposedly four distinct 
stages of alcohol intoxication - 
how appropriate!), though, are 
both charged-up, hard-rocking, 
ass-burning, punk, rock and roll. 
Their recorded sound has subtly 
changed over the years (or has 
been сһапдеа) to the point 
where, on first listen, the uniniti- 
ated might think they are hearing 
an undiscovered English punk 
band circa 1977 or so - as 
opposed to their earlier Johnny 
Thunders’-inspired chaotic 
drunkenness. | don’t know for 
sure why this change has taken 
place, as reports have it that 
their live shows are the same big 
brawling, sometimes bloody 
messes they've always been. 
Could it be that Epitaph takes 
their booze away in the studio? 
Could be. Based on the liner 
notes supplied by SFRI's Long 
Gone John in the their 
Contractual Obligation EP for 
Sympathy, every story anybody's 
ever heard about anything done 
by these guys while drunk is 
probably true . . . and by God, 
that's ROCK and fucking ROLL! 
| like their latest record . . . | give 
it a 90. It's got a good beat and 
you can dance to it. . . l'd buy it! 
(Epitaph) jo 


HOOKERS 
Satan's Highway 


| am, how you say, most pleas- 
ing to listen and review for Mister 
Salami this very fine compact 
disc of the American rock and 
roll music, which is gaining in big 
and pleasing popularity within 


the people of my good Mother 
India, where it is most crowded, 
especially in my native Calcutta, 
where they try but they cannot 
prevent the people from making 
toilet on the streets there, which 
is a big major concern of propor- 
tion, unlike in your good country, 
where, like in Washington the 
District of Columbia, the streets 
they are lined with big tall white 
marble palace-like buildings. 
Also, | have a mongoose for, 
how you say, a house pet, his 
name is Shirattma, which is 
meaning in the mother tongue of 
my country as “the one who 
guards over the house while the 
meat is making cooked,” 
although in many parts of my 
native Calcutta, they say “while 
the curry is making cooked,” as 
they cannot so easily afford the 
meat. My friend Vijay he says to 
me, he says, “Vikhaar, why do 
you have in your good house a 
mongoose for a, how you Say, 
house pet?” | reply in kindness, 
“Vijay, it is because the mon- 
goose invokes and makes much 
terror and fear for the dreaded 
cobra!” And Vijay, he empha- 
sizes, “But Vikhaar, there are no 
cobras anywhere in location for 
thousands of kilometers in your 
new country of America!” And | 
say, “See, it works most very 
well!” Ha, Ha, 1 tell a good joke! 
But | digress too much for you. 

| have listened most carefully 
to this compact disc of American 
rock and roll, it is Satan’s 
Highway by The Hookers. They 
are making their good home in 
Louisville, Kentucky, where | 
chanced to watch the Kentucky 
Derby on television one day. | 
have, how you say, taped this 
compact disc onto a small tape 
for to play in my car on my com- 
mute to the District of Columbia 
daily where | work most hard in 
the Indian Consulate for to save 
my dollars so | can procure my 
own 7-11 store one good day. 
The other side of the small tape 
it is by another American rock 
and roll band. They are called 
Nashville Pussy, and they make 
the very loud and very fast bang 
bang music that the Indian 
teenagers enjoy and like to 
dance so awfully much to. Also, 
this Nashville Pussy, they have 
two female band members with 
very large breasts and thighs, 
which are very much | like. | 
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also like this Hookers band, but | 
do not understand their name. | 
believe | know that the word 
“hooker;” it is meaning a prosti- 
tute and these are four big ugly 
American men in this band. 
Nevertheless, their music, it 
sounds very, very much like 
Nashville Pussy. | have trouble 
making a distinguishment when | 
switch tape sides back and forth. 
They sound too much similar, 
but | am liking very much this 
loud bang bang music, and | am 
dancing the Mergherra, a tradi- 
tional dance of Mother India as | 
write these words of mirth and 
contentment. | am hoping more 
American bands create them- 
selves to sound like this. Thank 
you very much, Mister Salami 
(Scootch Pootch). A guest 
review by Vikhaar Phrabvarta 


INFECTIONS 

Kill... 

CHINESE MILLIONAIRES 
Detroit Double Cross 


Rip-Off Records, from San 
Bruno, CA (San Francisco Bay 
Area), has been putting out the 
most consistently head-pound- 
ing, ass-kicking, pure rock ‘n’ roll 
vinyl and CD products in this 
country over the past five to six 
years. Ranging from one-off 
45’s by the likes of 
Teengenerate, The Makers, 
The Brides, The Motards, 
Young Losers, and The 
Problematics, to full-length 
blockbusters by The 
Registrators, Loli & The 
Chones, and Rip-Off head 
honcho Greg Owery’s various 
bands (The Rip-Offs & 
Infections), it’s damn near 
impossible to go wrong pur- 
chasing, shoplifting, or just lis- 
tening to anything on this 
label. Two of their latest 
releases by The Infections and 
Chinese Millionaires, prove to 
be no exceptions. Kill... 

by The Infections, is, in my 
opinion, simply the best r & r 
release of 1997, while The 
Chinese Millionaires’ Detroit 
Double Cross is presently one of 
my favorites in the running for 
199875 best. 

The Infections’ earlier 45 (also 
on Rip-Off), Kill For You/Sign of 
a Good Time didn’t prepare me 
for Kill . . ., their full-length 
onslaught. The A-side of the 45 


(actually, there isn't an A-side or 
B-side to Rip-Off singles . . . both 
songs are on the same side!) 
basically sounded like a decent 
Rip-Offs outtake, while the B- 
side was nothing more or less 
than a direct rewrite/steal of 
David Johansen's /'m A Lover. 
While the Rip-Offs were a great 
band (probably the best ever to 
play in Mexican wrestlers' or ski 
masks), they had a tendency to 
play every song in the same key 
(A, | believe, but | could be 
wrong), and Greg Lowery's 
singing voice has always been, 
at best, an acquired taste. Greg 
and Shane White (also of The 
Rip-Offs, as well as the writer of 
usually insanely funny homosex- 
ually-oriented record reviews in 
Maximum Rock & Roll) form the 
core of The Infections. From cut 
number one, Zombie, this CD 
blasts off like a rocket, never 
really letting up on the jackham- 
mer drilling of your brain until it's 
over. The best way to describe 
this music is The Rip-Offs if they 
had learned to play in Japan 
from those insanely intense 
lunatic bands over there like The 
Registrators, Jet boys, Tonight, 
Guitar Wolf, and the much- 
lamented Teengenerate. Highly 
recommended. Plus, as a bonus 
- if you bought one of the 
umpteen first (500?) pieces of 


vinyl of this masterpiece, you get 
a free poster splattered with the 
band's real blood . . .maybe not 
something you'd want if you take 
Shane White's MRR reviews 
seriously! 

The Chinese Millionaire's 
Detroit Double Cross is, likewise, 


some serious punk rock & roll 
noise. Hailing from Ann Arbor, 
Michigan, the state that brought 
us Bobo Brazil AND The Sheik, 
and calling themselves 
"Michigan's ONLY punk Rock 
Band" (NOTE: the Detroit scene 
sure has changed!), the CM's 
sound is a perfect fit for the Rip- 
Off roster of artistes, if, perhaps, 
a little less noisy (primarily due 
to their, at least on record, turn- 
ing down the power chords just a 
bit so we can all hear their 
hyperactive bassist in action - 
and an impressively fine one he 
is). In addition to this recent full- 
length, І also have an additional 
18-19 CM cuts from various 45's, 
EP's, and compilations, on a 
wide variety of labels. These 
comprise my current favorite 
tape for drinking and driving in 
my саг... апа make maybe an 
even better full-player than 
Detroit Double Cross. (Rip-Off) 
jo 


JASON & THE SCORCHERS 
Midnight Roads & Stages 
Seen 


To sum up their checkered 16 
years, the Scorchers recorded a 
weekend of shows last fall in 
their hometown of Nashville and 
released the highlights on the 
two-disc Midnight Roads. The 


recording could be better, and 
the set should have been short- 
ened to one disc. But Midnight 
Roads is a generous sample of 
the Scorchers' blazing for the 
local faithful. While the band 
falls back largely on its early 
material, Warner Hodges is an 


overlooked guitar hero, and the 
rhythm section rocks solidly. 
They’re visited by a few local 
guests along the way as well. 
Though the Scorchers are too 
abrasive for The Nashville 
Network, and Jason 
Ringenberg’s aw-shucks, hog 
farmer shtick is too hokey for 
MTV, this music will always have 
a home in the bars of America. 
(Mammoth) df 


THE JESUS AND MARY CHAIN 
Munki 


For all their personal erraticness, 
the JMC have created a solid, if 
not prolific, recorded output over 
the last fourteen years. While 
Jim and William Reid and side- 
kick Ben Lurie 
remain gleefully 
amateurish 
players, their 
lack of tech- 
nique is a virtue. y 
After all, one 
can't slide into 
instrumental 
excess when 
one has no 
choice but to 
keep it simple. 
Over time 
they've evolved 
from a chainsaw 
distortion outfit 
into a perverse 
hybrid of the 
Velvet 
Underground 
and the Beach 
Boys. Their first 
album of new 
material in four years, Munki, is a 
further step away from their nosy 
beginnings. Although the basic, 
hook-driven songs remain 
strong, the more subdued pro- 
duction diminishes some of the 
excitement. But that's not to say 
that the JMC has mellowed. 
(Sub Pop) df 


THE KAISERS 
Wishing Street 


First, let me just say that | was 
excited, delighted, and anxious 
to hear about the Fat Possum 
label's Eye Scratchers & Ball 
Kickers Tour coming to the 9:30 
Club in Washington, DC, on 
June 17. As а never seen T- 
Model Ford, Elmo 
Williams/Hezekiah Early, or Hasil 


Adkins live, | was really looking 
forward to this gig. However, | 
never made it there. Why? 
Because | heard the next week 
that The Kaisers, who Га seen 
live before, would be appearing 
at the Twist & Shout Club in 
Bethesda, MD on the very same 
night. What am | getting at? that 
it takes some seriously heavy 
motherfuckers to deter me from 
making a show like the Fat 
Possum one (NOTE: Actually, І 
could have driven to Baltimore 
two days before and seen the FP 
folks, биі... Mr. Salemi, my 
potential traveling mate, had a 
hot date, plus the Weather 
Channel that afternoon was pre- 
dicting torrential Hellfire & 
Brimstone Devil’s Rain 


Holocaustic weather with red 
and yellow Doppler squall lines 
and... you get the picture). So, 
I hit the Twist & Shout two nights 
later, to be, once again, trans- 
ported back to early 60’s 
Hamburg or The Cavern Club in 
Liverpool. 

For The Kaisers, from 
Edinburgh, Scotland, play Beat 
music (Merseybeat, plus the 
other varieties from London, 
Germany, etc.) from the early 
60’s. When | hear them, | hear 
The Swingin’ Blue Jeans, the 
early Hollies, Jackie Lomax’s 
Undertakers, The Merseybeats, 
Gerry & The Pacemakers, plus 
the obvious - the early Beatles 
and Searchers. Not only that, 
but they look the part, right down 
to the cheap Italian guitars, white 


THE JESUS & MARY CHAIN 


shirts, black leather vests, and 
pointed-toed boots. Live, they 
are the closest thing to the early 
Beatles circa Cavern Club any- 
body on this Earth will ever 
experience again. This is like 
the scientists looking at fucking 
dinosaurs in Jurassic Park. Yet. 
. they sell CD’s in the thousands, 
and play to clubs with 100-200 
people. People who should 
know better ask, "What's the big 
deal about sounding like the 
early Beatles?" all the while pos- 
sessing large numbers of CD's 
from recent bands wearing pais- 
ley and trying to sound just like 
The Seeds or Standells. Not 
that | mind these bands as І also 
have quite a few such CD's 
myself. 


My answer: The Kaisers are 
the real thing. On Wishing 
Street, their fourth full length 
release (actually, In Step With. . 
., their second effort, isn't out on 
disc, and, if the band has their 
way, never will be), twelve of 
fourteen songs are originals, 
written in the old Merseybeat 
vein. This is a departure from 
their first three efforts, each of 
which had about a fifty-fifty split 
between covers and originals. 
Once again, the combo have 
recorded in mono at Liam 
Watson's Toe Rag Studio in 
London. On this, the fourth out- 
ing, the originals are exceptional- 
ly strong, most having more 
hooks than a victim of one of 
those goddamn cenobites in the 
Hellraiser movies. There's defi- 


nitely a clearer, more modern 
production sound. Several of the 
songs sound like Joe Meek pro- 
ductions (the title track with its 
cheesy organ, and the closing 
instrumental, The Mighty Atom. 
SIDE NOTE: I’ve personally 
always suspected that Mr. Meek 
got his unique reverb/echo 
sound from a pit under the studio 
where he kept his male lovers 
chained up. Of course, | also 
think that the cheesy organ 
sound (think Telstar by The 
Tornados) was sample wails 
from some of those he kept in 
chains, and his stomping drum 
sound (think The Honeycombs' 
Have | The Right. . . also this 
sound was later taken to the 
bank by Gary Glitter) was merely 
one of Meek's rougher trade 
dates kicking his head іп... 
long before he did it himself with 
a shotgun... but | digress). | 
also detect more of a Hollies' 
influence creeping in here - con- 
firmed in the last live show, 
where they covered Come On 
Back and Doris Troy's Whatcha 
Gonna Do 'Bout It in a Hollie- 
esque arrangement. If you're 
about my age (1 was a young 
teenager when this music first hit 
our shore in '63/64), and you 
love this type of music, then, 
goddammit, buy the records and 
CD's! Bands this fucking good 
will probably never get very BIG 
- but they should at least be 
making money. Oh, and P.S. - 
Yes, | made the right decision 
about which show to attend. 1 
offer as proof the presence of: 
Crazy Larry the Talker/Dancer 
extraordinaire who only goes to 
the COOLEST shows in the 
Baltimore/DC area. What's 
more, Larry danced like the fuck- 
ing fool he is throughout the 
Neanderthals' opening set, 
exhausting himself to the point 
where all he could do was hop 
up and down during The Kaisers' 
set. | grant you this doesn't 
mean much unless you've seen 
or talked to Larry but he is some- 
thing of an idiot legend in these 
parts. (No-Hit Records (Import)) 
jo 


KRONTJONG DEVILS 
On Tour 


While you can hardly take a piss 
on the West Coast without uri- 
nating on some hapless surf- 
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revival band, the 
East Coast presents 
a far different story. 
On the eastern 
seaboard you’re not 
going to find any- 
body who gives two 
damns about surfing 
or surf music. Pre- 
op transsexuals and 
brew pubs, yes, but 
honest-to-God full- 
reverbed instros, 
with frothy melodies 
and splashy 
rhythms, no. Christ! 
Even in Florida, 
where they do surf, 
they’d rather listen 
to the latest Rage 
Against The Machine clone than 
anything smacking of The 
Ventures. So pity poor Todd 
Abramson owner of the boss 
Telstar Records, a New Jersey 
garage rock outfit, who had to 
hightail it all the way to the 
Netherlands to find some Dick 
Dale worshippers to round out 
his roster. Well don't pity him 
too much; sure, the round trip 
tickets to Groningen weren't 
cheap but he did find himself a 
pretty hot band. Alright, alright, 
they flat out can't sing. So 
what? Name me one good 
Danish singer. Besides they 
sound pretty drunk when they do 
sing. And it's only on six cuts. 
More importantly, and instru- 
mentally speaking, they've got 
that southern California sixties 
sound down cold. They've 
nailed it. Joe Meek cum Brian 
Wilson. Or Brian Wilson cum 
Joe Meek. An unholy but holy 
natural alliance. F-A-B anyway 
you look or think about it. 
(Telstar) ds 


LANCASTER COUNTY 
PRISON 
Live At the Village Idiot 


Track one - Valley of the Sun - 
is, miraculously enough, sans 
vocals. Whodda thunk it? 
Nowadays, unless it's fucking 
hoke-ass surf music, it seems as 
if EVERYTHING has to have 
some dork yowling into a micro- 
phone. Of course, track two 
immediately returns to the ever- 
so-rigorous norm, but oh well. 
But even when they're singing, 
Lancaster County ain't bad. Not 
bad at all. Rough-cut two-by- 
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LANCASTER COUNTY PRISON 


fours and not a coat of paint in 
sight. Country influence, but not 
enough to intrude. In fact, it 
seems to stop just over on the 
far side of that fourth shot of Jim 
Beam. That fourth shot of the 
four you had in less than twenty 
minutes. Allie approves. Get 
your girlfriend drunk enough and 
maybe she will too. Allie already 
likes this band, in case you didn't 
know. (Coolidge Records) jm 


LES THUGS 
Nineteen Something 


We were once so proud of Les 
Thugs. Not as Frenchmen but 
as defenders of the French's 
right to rock. When people, 
including the French, would say 
to us, "The French, they cannot 
rock. They have only, at most, 
The Plastic Bertrand"; we would 
respond, swelling with pride, 
"That is because you have not 
heard Les Thugs. This makes 


LES THUGS 


you a fool, non? As Les Thugs 
are perhaps second only to The 
Ramones in making the 
melodique, fast-paced, amiably 
snotty punk rock." Now we can 
say this no more as Les Thugs 
have released a droney, tune- 
less, monochromatically sung 
collection of witless bombast. 
Some of it is fast but none of it is 
good. The mid-tempo tunes 
especially are not good being a 
kind of arty, fuzzed-out neo- 
metal. The French press, notably 
Le Figaro and Paris Match, has 
hailed this as a mordant and 
penetrating comment on the pre- 
sent state of popular music, a 
Spiritual cousin to Sly Stone's 
Family Affair, but this too, is not 
good. Sly was on drugs then 
and did not care being tres rich 
and famous. When you are rich 
and famous you can make such 
statements through your art and 
it resonates because you are an 
integral part of the popular cul- 


M ture you are critcising. Or 


maybe even just famous as it 
was with Le Sex Pistols. If you 
are neither rich nor famous as is 
the case with Les Thugs your 
indictments are at most a simu- 
lacrum of what we characterize 


I as differance, as opposed to 


logocentrism the . . .[Theorizer 
hospitalized in the Jacques 
Derrida Clinic For Frustrated 
Deconstructionists.] (Sub Pop) 
ds 


TH' LUNKHEADS 
Swingin' Sinners 


Useless. Hopeless. Witless. 
Sackless. Well, it might be the 
terms some might employ to 
describe this garage punk 
combo but it's actually the nom 
de bande of the individual mem- 
bers of Th' Lunkheads, one of 
the tinniest, intellectually chal- 
lenged rockers we've heard in 
quite some time. We appreciate 
the fact that everything sounds 
so attenuated. The singer. The 
drummer. Even the bass. 
Ingenious with a capital idiot.. A 
disc without a bottom that, nev- 
ertheless, somehow swings. 
(360 Twist) ds 


MASON JONES 
International Incident 


There's truth in nomenclature for 
you. These five performances 
taped live in Japan are like the 
second coming of Fat Man and 
Little Boy. Jones and his guitar 
and an arsenal of processing 
effects are joined by a revolving 
cast of local conspirators for a 
series of twelve-and-fifteen- 
minute excursions into heavy 
decibel terrorism. It’s a noise 
maven's wet dream, whether 
sinking into an atmospheric 
morass of feedback- 
drenched loops, scraping 
together dissonant chords, 
tuning in Radio Free Alpha 
Centauri, or banging out 
jazzy psychedelia with bass 
and drums. Periods of trance 
inducement are shattered by 
the aural equivalent of being 
forced to crawl through a field 
littered with shards of stone. 
It all sounds utterly free-form, 
but this much chaos just has 
to come from the mind of an 
insane god. (Charnel House) 
bh 


MONSTER MAGNET 
Powertrip 


A fairy tale for Today: Once 
upon a time, before kids used 
heavy metal as the soundtrack 
to suicide; before heavy metal 
had to be sinister to survive; 
before most heavy metal singers 
sounded like they gargled with 
razor blades; before the heavy 
metal beat became a double 
speed bludgeoning; heavy metal 
used to be a lot of fun. It was 
fun to listen to. It was fun to 
play. It was fun to watch. 


MONSTER MAGNE 


Then along came Dave 
Wyndorf, with the gift of recall. 
He apparently had fond memo- 
ries of Grand Funk Railroad and 
Led Zeppelin and even Deep 
Purple. His big trick though: he 
figured out how to make it sound 
contemporary. And he called his 
project Monster Magnet. 

Even at its most ominous, 
Monster Magnet’s latest disc, 
Powertrip is fun. Typical is the 
pummeling riffing of Bummer, a 
song Mark Farner would have 
been proud to have written. See 
You In Hell has all the earmarks, 
right down to the cheesy, 
Argent-like organ. 

But you can’t write if off as the 
kind of mindlessness Farner and 
company turned out a quarter of 
а century ago (and yes, it’s been 
that long). Underneath this 
macho bluff, Wyndorf manages 


to slip some interesting mes- 
sages, musical and lyrical. The 
aforementioned Hell tells a puis- 
sant story of a couple who dis- 
pose of their baby in the swamps 
of Jersey. It might have come 
out of a recent copy of the 
Newark Star Ledger. Crop 
Circle, which should have been 
in the X-Files movie is decep- 
tively complex musically. The 
ballad, Your Lies Become You, 
tells the tale however - This guy 
has mastered pop craft. He just 
likes it loud. (A&M) hb 


PAIN TEENS 
Pain Teens 


There is noise that is, somehow, 
more than noise. There is force 
toying with paralysis. Gesture 
playing with form. Industrial 
rocking here, disturbing near- 
Gothic atmospherics there, 
inner-city tribalisms floating in 
from somewhere. These “paint- 
ings” - pain teens, get it? - were 
first released ten years ago and 
still sound as innovative and ter- 
ribly beautiful today as they did 
when first foisted on an unsus- 
pecting Texas public. The East 
Coast had The Swans bang und 
drang but The Pain Teens were 
always the more interesting mini- 
malists. Unlike Gira & Co. they 
found a terribly strange eroticism 
in the noise coming from the 
superannuated and/or aban- 


doned fac- 
tory. 
Noise that 
could be 
used in 
conjunc- 
tion with 
guitar, 
amps, 
drums, 
public ser- 
vice 
announce- 
ments, 
interviews 
with serial killers and deadpan 
declaiming female voice, in the 
fashioning of groove and the 
stuff that intermittently disturbing 
dreams are made of. Hammer 
and tong, steam hissing through 
broken pipes, crackling feed- 
back, the wind sweeping through 
twisted metal and cracked plas- 
ter: these were the building 
blocks for oneiric aural sculpture. 
Sculpture intended to serve no 
purpose other than to inspire 
vague feelings of unease. 
(Charnel House) ds 


PAIN TEENS 


THE PRESIDENTS OF THE 
UNITED STATES OF AMERICA 
Pure Frosting 


Bands that make only two 
albums don’t have enough mate- 
rial for an outtakes record. But 
that didn’t stop the now-dead 


Presidents. After one hit album 
that included two of the more 
annoying radio tracks of recent 
years - Lump and Peaches - and 
another that relatively stiffed, the 


Presidents called it quits and 
released Pure Frosting as a 
memorial. Given that they don’t 


have much from which to cull, 
they fall back on covers (wasn't 
the Buggles' original of Video 
Killed the Radio Star obnoxious 
enough?) and live tracks (of 
course, Lump). They've got 
zany hooks galore, but there's a 
cutesy-ass smarminess to the 
Presidents that makes one want 
to cuff them upside the ears in 
the same manner that "Dr. D" 
Dave Schultz did to John 
Stossel. Thank God they came 
and went in the length of one 
term. (Columbia) df 


RED AUNTS 
Ghetto Blaster 


Allie picked this one first. She 
says they started out good, but 
need some depth. Says the 
vocals sound like "three other 
groups" apparently none of them 
her favorites. But Allie's suicidal 
when she doesn't take her med- 
ication, so who can tell. Pieces 
and parts have a peculiarly 
B52ish (of all things) sound. On 
this Allie and | agree. What I 
think we've got here is four hoy- 
dens bashing away on a decon- 


RED AUNTS 


structed punk thing like crazed gerbils, high 
оп meth. Or perhaps X. Dunno. But as hoy- 
dens go, these gals do pretty well for them- 
selves. Certainly better than Allie, but again, 
who knows. (Epitaph) jm 


SOCIAL DISTORTION 
Live At The Roxy 


How inappropriate that Michael Nenn and 
company choose to open this highly enter- 
taining fete with Story Of My Life, a wry com- 
plaint about a man who's always a “day late 
and a dollar short." Inappropriate as Social 
Distortion has managed to hang together for 
twenty years despite Michael's substance 
abuse and prison stay. No, Nenn is anything 
but a loser. A loser simply does not possess 
the uncanny ability to take familiar chord pro- 
gressions, riffs and melodies and fashion 
moving, often anthemic muscular rock rooted 
in late-seventies punk. And wed it to lyrics 
adroitly mixing disquiet and self-doubt with 
sardonic humor. Well, that's not true, there 
are many talented people, geniuses some of 
them, with their feet in the gutter. 
Fortunately, Mr. Nenn, despite his dissolute 
perambulations, has always kept his muse 
close at hand, building up quite an impres- 
sive songbook in the process. For Live, 
Nenn has assembled a crack band (including 
drummer Chuck Biscuits) to roar through his 
back pages, a reading drawing liberally from 
all phases of his career. Fifteen originals, 
not a bad one in the bunch, and incendiary 
covers of Under My Thumb and Ring Of 
Fire. An excellent introduction to S.D. for the 
wary, and a timely reminder for those who 
may have forgotten about them, Live At The 
Roxy is a classy slab of hard, riffy melodic 
rock. (Time Bomb) ds 


SONIC YOUTH 
SYR1/SYR2/SYR3 


On these independently distributed, primarily 
instrumental EPs, Sonic Youth steps back 
from trying to craft alterno-rock songs that 
might sell a few records and gets back to 
their droning, alternate-tuning roots. The 
result is an experimental mixed bag that 
ranges from pure noise (e.g., Mieux: de 
Corrosion on 1) to the hypnotic (e.g., 
Tremens on 1) to a veritable three-guitar 
orchestra (e.g., Slaapkamers met Slagroom 
on 2) on pieces that vary in length from three 
minutes to half an hour. Taken as a whole, 
the EPs are the Youth’s bravest work in 
many years. Though there’s a lot of self- 
indulgent drivel here (nearly all of the 56 min- 
utes of 3 and anything on which Kim Gordon 
babbles), the complete lack of compromise 
by a major label act is refreshing. Instead of 
releasing the 10 tracks that add up to about 
110 minutes of sound as three EPs that sell 
for roughly ten dollars each, however, they 
should have released the whole batch at 
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once as a budget-priced double CD. (Sonic 
Youth) df 


SUGAR SHACK 
Five Weeks Ahead Of My Time 


We've been listening to this disc for over a 
year now and we're still waiting for the lead 
singer's voice to give out. It hasn't, although 
we have little doubt that it will. Singers who 
yowlscream in tune as opposed to those who 
merely yowlscream never last. Still, as long 
as the voice hold out we're forced to put 
Sugar Shack near the top of the garage punk 
heap. Don't get us wrong, all garage punk is 
good. It's just that some is gooder than oth- 
ers. Especially when you have a vocalist like 
the Shack has. One who effortlessly puts 
across snide lyrics - most of which scorn, 
rather than beg for, women - with such con- 
temptuous brio. At never anythign less than 
full-throttle. The band, clearly inspired by the 
enraged antics of their frontman, plays with 
outrageous abandon, their emotions barely 
held in check. Which would matter not a wit 
if the compositions themselves were not as 
full of sound and fury as they are. Definitely 
band to watch. Even when sober. (Estrus) 
ds 


THOR 
Thunderstruck - 
Tales from the 
Equinox 


It sounds like a plot 
from a movie des- 
tined for Mystery 
Science Theater 
3000: An accident in 
the cryogenics lab 
thaws out a cheesy 
band kept on ice 
since the Reagan 
years. They're front- 
ed by a steroidal 
yelper with pre- 
Rogaine David Lee 
Roth locks whose 
retouched photo 
depicts what 
appears to be light- 
ning striking his cod- 
piece. (Choice 
promo letter excerpt: 
"Please ... Don't be 
intimidated by his 
AWESOME BRUTE 
STRENGTH.”) And 
the music? If you 
remember Spandex 
and Aqua-Net, you 
know enough 
already to run the 
other way. Any half- 
assed Nordic black 
metal band would 


eat these guys alive, and jam Thor's hammer 
where it belongs. But if you've actually 
missed the likes of Ratt and Twisted Sister, 
go ahead... . pop this іп and party like it's 
1989. (Star USA Records) bh 


TRIBE 8 
Role Models for Amerika 


Merrily we thrash along. Five of ‘em. All of 
‘em sing every so often. Drums, guitar, 
vocals. You know the drill. 
WhangabangabangaBANG! 

Ho hum, right? 

Wrong. 

Somebody here was paying attention 
when they wrote the lyrics. 

| approve. 

| suck, but | approve. 

Fuck me, I'm an asshole; | write reviews. 

A nice honest take on stuff we’ve always 
wanted answers to. Mind you, there’s no 
answers here, just questions well posed. 
Find your own damn answers, what do you 
think this is, the Oracle at Delphi? 

Ain't seen this batch live, but Га like to. 

But what's up with the “k” in "Amerika"? 
That sucked in the sixties and it still sucks 
today. Like some kind of heavy statement is 
being made, but nobody quite knows what it 
is. This music is statement enough. Hocus 


Hollywood spellings of america 
make no fucking difference at all. 
(Alternative Tentacles) jm 


12 ROUNDS 
12 Rounds 


“Something’s burning,” Claudia 
Sarnes moans coquettishly at one 
point on this debut but as with 
most of the songs on this Gothic 
cabaret exercise it’s impossible to 
make out much else. True, 
Sarne’s voice is a rather limited 
instrument and this, most likely the 
reason she’s buried alive in the 
mix; nevertheless, such a ghoul- 
ishly erotic performer deserves 
better. Were the producers deaf to 
the fact that her sighs, screams 
and sibilants are enough to tease 
even the dead to a point almost 
beyond endurance? Yes, we want 
to know why we should “squeeze 
and drink” her but this is as much 
intimacy as is allowed. So the lis- 
tener is left with these moody 
atmospheric excursions and their 
psychedelic guitar squalls, shuf- 
fling rhythms and occasional elec- 
tronic arabesques as counterpoint 
to the alluring Ms. Sarne's teasing refusals to 
communicate ... (Nothing) ds 


VARIOUS 
The Essential Pebbles Collection 


All right! Listen up peoples! We're going to 
'splain this garage-punk underground thing 
to youse! It started with Lenny Kaye's 
Nuggets in 1972, a collection of obscure 
tunes by the likes of 13th Floor Elevators, 
Chocolate Watchband and The Seeds. 

What tied it all together was the fact that, 
unlike The British Invasion which was react- 
ing to American blues and rock, these bands 
were reacting to The British Invasion. So 
you got a reaction to a reaction. Pretty cool, 
eh? Okay, maybe not, but it still resulted in 
a lot of wonderful wigged-out, blues-tinged- 
pyschedelic and feed-back drenched rave- 
ups all the same. Or at least Lenny Kaye 
thought so. So did the guys who put out the 
initial installment of Pebbles a few years 
later. They're up to thirty volumes or so now 
with 23 volumes in the companion series 
Highs in the Mid-Sixties and an additional 
ten volumes . . . God damn, don't these peo- 
ple ever sleep!? Or read a book?! Jesus! 
Was this thing long, long overdue. Yeah, it's 
great but if you're reading this you're not 
going to buy it because you have the first 
twelve volumes and really that's all you 
need. So of course there's a bonus disc and 
it's as good as any of the first twelve vol- 
umes and so you have to lay down the green 
and so that means you don't go out this 


weekend and so you don't get laid but it's not 
like you go out and are a chick magnet any- 
way so why not since twenty or so will get 


you this disc and a case of Schmidts and you 


can call your boys and put on the game and 
turn the sound down and the stereo up and . 
. .[Ranter hospitalized in ward for chronic 
masturbators.] (Bomp) ds 


THE VENDETTAS 
Vendettas 


We like that this garage punk outfit has two 
hot looking gals in it. And that they like to 
show off their shapely breasts. And that one 
of their lead singers is named Buffy and likes 
to squeal. And that so many of the songs - 
Can't Stop, Rockabilly Handjob, Score with 
Women - concern themselves with sex. 
They let this guy sing on a number of cuts 
but he's got this stuttering rockabilly guitar 
thang going so that's okay too. It's also okay 
that the songs are rather catchy. And short. 
Because frankly, it's difficult to pay attention 
to anything over two minutes when you're 
trying to masturbate. (360 Twist) ds 


CHRIS WHITLEY 
Dirt Floor 


After following up his superlative debut, 
Living With the Law, with a pair of less 
focused, cluttered releases, then being jetti- 
soned by Sony, this purveyor of neoclassic 
Americana found a home on an indie label. 
Now he's standing tall behind his National 


steel guitar with his most stripped-down 
release yet: a melodic slice of folky-blues 
suffused with earthy passion, precise finger- 
picking, sinewy slide work, and lyrics brim- 
ming with poetic imagery. Whitley is without 
peer among singer-songwriters; still, it's iron- 
ic that for a guy who is such a singular talent 
and one who so often sings of heat-soaked 
redemption, Dirt Floor is an atonement of 
sorts for his more recent efforts. 
(Messenger) bh 


ANDRE WILLIAMS 
Silky 


In the last issue of this fine publication, | 
extolled the virtues of Mr. Rhythm, Andre 
Williams, and the recent re-issues of his 50's 
material on CD, as well as his 1996 come- 
back effort, Fatback and Corn Liquor. Hot on 
the heels of these releases comes yet anoth- 
er comeback attempt, Si/ky, on the In The 
Red label, produced by one Mick Collins, 
known for his work with The Gories, 
Blacktop, The Dirtbombs, King Sound 
Quartet (as band member/producer), The 
Demolition Doll Rods, and The Dirtys (the 
last two as producer). І can think of no better 
match than Andre and Mick - the greasy 
trash music kings of their respective genera- 
tions. The resulting LP/CD is basically a 
marriage made in Heaven (Hell?) between 
Collins' minimalist grungy racket and 
Williams' disgustingly off-color lyrics sala- 
ciously delivered vocally as only he can! The 
songs have titles such as Pussy Stank, with 
lyrics to match (in this particular case, Andre 
is exhorting his baby doll to refrain from 
washing or bathing her nether region, as he 
likes that "pussy stank”). | don't believe | 
need to say more. This is da bomb! Ya- 
know-what-I’m-sayin’? (In The Red) jo BE 


ANDRE WILLIAMS 


TAMING THE BEAST: CHARLES 
MANSON’S LIFE BEHIND BARS 
Edward George with Dary Matera 
(1998) St. Martin’s Press 


Manson. Man’s son. Son of man. As was 
Jesus, so too “little Charlie” for so many. Far 
too many. We had not thought Manson had 
undone, and continues to undo, so many. 
How is this possible? The Helter Skelter killer 
and self-professed Messiah has been in lock- 
up since 1969. Hasn't been on tv in а while 
either. Become something of a cartoon figure 
thanks to shock-rock bands like Marilyn 
Manson and Guns & Roses. Jeffrey Dahmer 
gets more press and, Mister Dahmer; he 
dead. 

Edward George tells us how this is possi- 
ble. Makes believers of us too. By telling his 
story. The story of his relationship with 
Charles Manson. 

For eight years, George was Charles 
Manson's counselor, agent of discipline, father 
confessor and, though he is at times loathe to 
admit it, close friend. As" jack of all trades" to 
Charlie, the writer oversaw the security and 
treatment of "this strange elfin man on a daily 
basis." George read the letters that were 
mailed to, and were attempted to be mailed 
out by, Manson and talked to and met with 
Squeaky Fromme and other members of the 
Family. It was George too who decided what 
gifts Charlie could keep and where he should 
be housed. Yes, Mr. Edward George con- 
trolled Charlie's life. But what Taming The 
Beast, shows us, purposefully and 
unashamedly, is how Charles Manson came 
to control Edward George's life and, in the 
process, continued to get his "message" to the 
outside world. 

Which we would, after carefully studying, 
Edward George's resume, not have thought 
possible as he is an intelligent, highly educat- 
ed, rugged son-of-a gun. A prison hardened 
ex-cop and ex-navy fighter pilot trainee. 
Studied for five years to be a Catholic priest 
with additional Jesuit studies at the University 
of San Francisco. Then went on to spend half 
his life surrounded by the most vicious crimi- 
nals one can imagine. 

Still, none of this was adequate preparation 
for Manson. Manson, the anti-Christ who 
looks George straight in the face during their 
first meeting and oracularly pronounces, after 
what seems like an eternity: 


Гат the one, the one who can save the 
world! The one who gave his life so that 
you could live . . . | have a mission that 
makes my life worth something! You have 
sold your planet and your children. | have 
come to buy them with your blood! 


The eyes. Hypnotic and frightening. 
Oozing depraved energy. Demanding an 
danny Hellman acceptance of the twisted logic and half truths 
that comprise the unforgettable address. Still, 


it's not the words but the eyes, 
those mesmeric eyes with their 
preternatural power to convey 
“the power, the energy, the 
charged charisma that emanated 
from his grubby little being.” 

George is hooked. So are 
we. We read оп. It gets better. 
It gets worse. Living inside max- 
imum security is horrifying, repul- 
sive and yet, somehow, oddly 
fascinating. There is sex. There 
is violence. There is the con- 
stant threat of violence. There is 
madness. There is low comedy. 
There is high drama. You see it. 
You feel it. You smell it. 

Charlie's world. The prison. 
The prison outside and inside 
the head of the world's most 
famous criminal. Come on in. 
You can handle it. Tough guy! 
Tough gal! Just don’t forget to 
keep repeating while reading: 
"He's in there and I'm out here. 
He's in there and I’m out here ..." 
dom salemi 


THE TOOTH FAIRY 
Graham Joyce 
(1997) Tor Books 


In one of the wisest statements 
ever made about the craft of writ- 
ing, Flannery O'Connor said: 
"Anyone who has survived child- 
hood has enough material to last 
him the rest of his life." This is 
nevertheless lost on many writ- 
ers, whose memory filters can 
work just as hard as anyone 
else's to strain out the enormity 
of trauma in simply making it 
from five to fifteen and beyond, 
and leave a revisionist childhood 
worthy of some Spielbergian 
wonderland. 

Graham Joyce remembers. 
Read this novel, and so will you. 

The Tooth Fairy covers a 
dozen or so years in the lives of 
three boys growing up in a small 
English town, from age five until 
the end of secondary school. 
There's the precociously intelli- 
gent Clive, and the rather more 
average Sam and Terry, the lat- 
ter of whom on the first page 
loses two toes to a voracious 
pike during an outing at a tran- 


quil pond. As an opening scene, 
it sets the tone for the entire 
novel, and encapsulates life 
itself, demonstrating the sudden- 
ness and irrevocability with 
which it can turn and bite. 

Nobody is on safe ground 
here, and despite any number of 
Scenes and passages of warmth 
and humor, wonder and whimsy, 
there's no reassurance any of it's 
going to last. There's always 
another upheaval on the way, 
from events that are a matter of 
course, such as the pangs of first 
love, to troubles the boys bring 
on themselves via their penchant 
for vandalism, to the shockingly 
unexpected, such as the incident 
that claims one boy's family. 

But rather than write what 
might be construed, rightly or 
wrongly, as a fictionalized mem- 
oir, what Joyce has constructed 
is considerably harder to catego- 
rize. Sam is most firmly at the 
novel's hear, and early on, the 
night after losing a baby tooth to 
a punch from Clive, Sam awak- 
ens to discover the title character 
in his room. It's clearly a disrup- 
tion of the natural order, The 
Tooth Fairy greatly distressed 
that it can be seen at all, but the 
encounter marks the beginning 
of a peculiar and enduring rela- 
tionship. Тһе Tooth Fairy contin- 
ues to make visits long after 
Sam's permanent teeth are in, 
often drawn by emotional peaks 
in his life, and evolving to suit his 
expectations and needs. It is 
particularly attuned to his sexual- 
ity: at first an androgyne, then 
male, then as Sam approaches 
puberty, female. It's in this latter 
guise that we see the Tooth 
Fairy most, and in which form 
she exerts the greatest impact 
on Sam, assuming a bewildering 
number of roles. She is, by 
turns, tender, vicious, wise, pos- 
sessive, protective, alluring, 
repulsive, and petulant. She 
comforts, instructs, bullies, and 
serves as his first sexual partner. 

Exactly what she is can never 
be said with certainty. It would 
be simple to dismiss her as a fig- 
ment of Sam’s imagination, a 


coping mechanism, but begin- 
ning with a creepy Christmas 
Eve scene that’s like an inverse 
of Dylan Thomas’ A Child’s 
Christmas In Wales, with the 
Tooth Fairy pounding оп а 
church, echoing Sam’s guilt over 
a recent violent episode, it’s 
plain that she can be perceived 
by others. Indeed, her influence 
over others often seems malign, 
mirroring the free-form hostility 
that often accompanies youth. 

Perhaps the greatest clue to 
what she represents is imbedded 
in the novel’s use of the star 
Sirius, observed by Sam after 
the Tooth Fairy inspires in him 
an interest in astronomy. 
Although never described as 
such by Joyce, Sirius is in actu- 
ality a double-star, with a rarely- 
seen twin. 

However one interprets her 
presence, The Tooth Fairyis a 
masterful and moving novel, rich 
in symbolism and brimming with 
poignancy and sorrow, a book 
for every survivor of childhood. 
Brian Hodge 


LORDS OF CHAOS: 

THE BLOODY RISE OF THE 
SATANIC METAL 
UNDERGROUND 

Michael Moynihan and Didrik 
Soderlind 

(1998) Feral House 


“From the fury of the Norsemen, 
o lord, deliver us,” was a prayer 
on many lips during the Viking 
Age, but it has proven strangely 
applicable once again, reborn of 
circumstances that lend a mod- 
ern timbre to ancient echoes. 
Lords Of Chaos is a brilliantly 
interwoven, if unlikely, bundle of 
journalistic branches - music, 
true-crime, occult, and subcultur- 
al anthropology - in which the 
authors chronicle the phenome- 
non of Nordic Black Metal and its 
impact both in Scandinavia and 
abroad. As one of the cutting 
edges of extreme music, Black 
Metal is cacophonous, grim, and 
often majestic, but the early- 
1990s scene that spawned it 
encourages considerably more 


experimentation than might be 
imagined, as long as the musi- 
cians adhere to certain ideologi- 
cal foundations, i.e., a radical 
rejection of Christianity and the 
championing of pre-Christian 
heathenism. 

Despite a huge secondary 
cast, the most significant events 
hinge on three linchpins: Dead, 
a vocalist whose pre-Cobain 
shotgun suicide galvanized the 
movement; Euronymous, Dead's 
bandmate and record-label 
founder who furnished its driving 
impetus; and Varg Vikernes, a 
younger protege of Euronymous 
who eventually murdered him. 
Because the former two can 
speak for themselves only via 
archival material, it’s the now- 
imprisoned Vikernes who 
emerges most fully, through 
background material and exten- 
sivé interviews, embodying both 
the fascinating appeal and 
unnerving excesses of Black 
Metal. He’s an extremely com- 
plex individual - a gifted musician 
superior to most of his peers, 
and a manipulative sociopath 
with a genius for self-mythologiz- 
ing, committed to an ever-evolv- 
ing composite nationalist ideolo- 
gy. He has become, in essence, 
Norway’s Charles Manson, sym- 
bolic bogeyman of a strain of 
civil unrest in which murder is an 
expression of amoral superiority, 
not unlike Raskolnikov of Crime 
And Punishment. 

Without downplaying the vital- 
ity of the music, the authors are 
nevertheless more focused on 
the sociology behind it, striving 
to answer the question “Why 
Norway?” To that end, they 
trace back a number ої influen- 
tial threads, such as seminal 
bands whose tongue-in-cheek 
Satanism was adopted by 
Norwegians in deadly earnest; 
media hysteria over baseless 
“Satanic conspiracy” theories, 
which soon became something 
of a self-fulfilling prophecy by 
projecting an ideal for rebellious 
young adults to live up to; and 
the pallid, state-subsidized 
Protestantism that has tried to 
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repress the darker elements of 
Nordic folklore and contempo- 
rary horror films. In a declaration 
of (un)holy war, Vikernes 
became first to torch a historic 
church and burn it to the ground, 
an act that has since been repli- 
cated dozens of times, in hopes 
of rekindling Norway’s pagan 
spirit. 

Surprisingly enough, it may 
have been a qualified success, 
as evidenced by a concurrent 
surge of interest in ancestral 
faiths, although it can never be 
known to what degree Black 
Metal as an eruption with 
astounding parallels to ancient 
practices with which the partici- 
pants weren't even familiar, an 
atavistic resurgence tapping 
directly into archetypes imbed- 
ded deeply in the Scandinavian 
psyche. If the concept sounds 
distinctly Jungian, the authors 
know it too. 

Lords Of Chaos benefits 
immeasurably from the authors' 
commitment to long-term study, 
and the care they've taken to 
convey the contradictions and 


62 


NNEN PASATIY U 
Fg PINSEHELGA!!) 


A HAY HA! 


differences within the scene, 
demolishing the oversimplified 
coverage in the sensastionalistic 
press. What emerges is nota 
snapshot of the scene, but a 
time-lapse film clearly showing 
evolution, progress, and most 
significantly, the maturity in the 
thinking of the principles, most of 
whom have outgrown their early 
childish shock-value Satanism to 
become a new generation of cul- 
tural spokespersons who could 
conceivably achieve a demon- 
strable impact on Norway’s 
national character in years to 
come. 

Ah, but would you want them 
as neighbors? Doubtful. More 
than likely after they moved in 
you too would be screaming: 
“From the fury of the Norsemen, 
once more, deliver us”. 

Brian Hodge 


THE REAL BETTIE PAGE 
Richard Foster 
(1998) Birch Lane Press 


If you're a book buyer, do your- 
self a LARGE favor and get the 


Edward Hamilton 
catalog (free, 1-800- 
677-3483). This 
place gets the full 
Stately Seal Of 
Approval for selec- 
tion, speed of deliv- 
ery and price. It's 
among the absolute 
best mail order firms 
l've ever dealt with 
for anything, period. 
End of plug. 

When a new 
Hamilton catalog 
arrived trumpeting 
the addition of a 
tome purportedly 
telling "the true 
story" of Bettie 
Page, | was a bit 
apprehensive about 
taking the bait, my 
reasons being polar 
opposites. First, we 
have all seen what 
frequently happens 
when a cult phenom- 
enon gets main- 
stream attention: Invariably, a 
half-informed mercenary 
appoints himself an "expert" and 
gushes fanboy-style over his 
chosen subject, rarely imparting 
knowledge any casual zine read- 
er doesn't already know. What 
you get is essentially Other 
Writer's Greatest Hits Rewritten, 
a photo-padded press release 
for squares whose idea of “cut- 
ting edge" is Weird Al. (The 
same mollusks who finally dis- 
covered ska last year.) 

On the opposite end of the 
spectrum from Bandwagon Boy 
is Muckraker Man, his sole goal 
to sensationalize the most trivial 
indiscretion into a black portrait 
of his subject to appease the 
bloodlust of the E's Gossip Show 
crowd. When little things like 
actual facts won't stir up the 
lynch mob, innuendo and the 
convenient forgetting of details 
will do just fine. 

Kenneth Anger may be a 
charming speaker; still, | am 
always hoping to hear he got his 
ass kicked by a relative of Fatty 
Arbuckle who told Anger "This is 


for Hollywood Babylon” before 
conking Kenny. 

There's nothing wrong with 
dishing dirt when it's substantiat- 
ed and done to strike a balance, 
not merely a character assassi- 
nation. When one develops a 
strong interest in a topic, it is 
only natural to want to know the 
behind the scenes machinations, 
pro and con. Burying an icon in 
half-truths to satisfy the weak- 
nesses of tsk-tskers, however, is 
petty, childish and irresponsible. 

Because | had yet to receive 
anything from Hamilton that fell 
into either trashy chategory, ! 
took a chance and ordered The 
Real Bettie Page and am greatly 
relieved to report "The Truth 
About The Queen Of Pinups" is 
even-handed (and informative) 
throughout. This is particularly 
admirable because, due to 
Bettie's stormy life and reluc- 
tance to appear in public, a yel- 
low journalist could slice and 
dice her like a Vegomatic with 
very little fear of reprisal. 

The bulk of author Richard 
Foster's biography concerns the 
years before and, more so, after 
Page made her indelible mark on 
not only modeling but the sexual 
mores of the latter half of the 
Twentieth Century. Most with 
general knowledge of the Page 
legend know Bettie reportedly 
found religion and virtually faded 
into anonymity, her whereabouts 
becoming something of a trea- 
sure hunt as interest in her 
soared during the Nineties. 
When she came out of self- 
imposed exile and, in the ulti- 
mate irony, refused to be pho- 
tographed, some Bettephiles 
even swore the woman was an 
impostor! 

As readers will discover, Ms. 
Page had a very good reason to 
do a Garbo: There are few pub- 
lic figures whose image so dra- 
matically contradicts the truth 
about their private life. Bettie 
clearly didn't want to spoil the 
fantasy. 

A jealous mother, a sexually 
abusive father, extreme poverty, 
failed marriages and reconcilia- 


tions, legal hassles: these were 
all hurdles the youthful Bettie 
faced; yet without exception, 
those who employed her remem- 
ber the raven-haired doll as per- 
sonable, fun and free of preten- 
sion. 

Somewhere along the line, 
the personal demons got the 
best of poor Bettie. She 
embraced the Bible with a zeal 
bordering on fanaticism, alienat- 
ing fellow Biblical students while 
revealing signs of emotional 
instability. When her religious 
period ended in disappointment, 
Page attempted to assay the 
“good wife and stepmother’ role. 
Try as she might, Bettie once 
again failed, her mounting frus- 
tration manifesting itself in bouts 
of bizarre behavior. 

Sadly, Bettie’s downward spi- 
ral gained momentum with each 
chapter of her life, culminating in 
two knife attacks on housemates 
and lengthy confinement in men- 
tal institutions, diagnosed as a 
paranoid schizophrenic. As if 
she needs any further heartache, 
it seems Bettie has been burnt 
for a sizable portion of royalties 
due her in recent years for the 
sale of products bearing her like- 
ness. 

Foster may be suspect of 
using a touch of literary license - 
but never to fabricate or imply - 
when setting up a scenario. (For 
example, does he really know 
which newsreels were onscreen 
in the theater when Bettie’s mom 
went into labor?) Nonetheless, 
his account of this tragic tale is 
uniformly non-judgmental. 

Foster is sympathetic but not to 
the point where he loses objec- 
tivity. In short, he does an excel- 
lent job of telling the whole truth 
and does so without being obtru- 
sive, self-glorifying or bathos- 
heavy. For once in her life, 
Bettie is being treated fairly. It’s 
about time. 

Stately Wayne Manor 


PUBLISH AND PERISH 
James Hynes 
(1997) Picador USA 


It all begins somewhat innocu- 
ously with cat-piss, or rather with 
the behavior of an unhappy 
housecat expressing displeasure 
with her philandering owner with 
the time-honored chemical war- 
fare peculiar to the feline genus. 
Not the way one would expect a 
collection of three horrific novel- 
las to begin . . . But then James 
Hynes’ book is no ordinary col- 
lection of horror stories. I’m not 
quite sure WHAT it is, as this 
volume is unique in a number of 
ways pulling as it does tropes 
and plot lines from widely dis- 
parate sources. In the hands of 
a less-skilled writer, such audaci- 
ty would make for a clumsy, 
plodding amalgam with mis- 
matched parts that would add up 
to a very unsatisfying read. 

To characterize Publish And 
Perish as a needle-sharp satire 
of the tenure-track obsessed 
world of academe with charac- 
ters driven to desperate acts of 
madness by their circumstances 
would certainly be accurate. To 
define the book as homage of 
sorts to the great masters of hor- 
ror fiction from M.R. James to 
Stephen King would also be on 
the money. But neither descrip- 
tion really gives a full portrayal of 
what this delightful and frustrat- 


of the fifties. 

Hynes’ characters are painted 
with a broad brush, Га say cari- 
catures, but I’ve actually met 
people like this . . . Inevitably, 
they behave badly in some man- 
ner which calls forth a supernat- 
ural vengeance a la Tales From 
The Crypt. As such, | find that 
as a horror collection it’s not 
really well uh, horrific; as there 
are no real surprises here. The 
narratives move along at a fine 
pace, but aficionados of horror 
literature will read the bloody 
hand-writing on the wall long 
before the stories reach their 
conclusions. 

As a Satire of academe, the 
behavior of the characters is so 
preposterous as to render the 
book more a farce than a satire. 
Again, lII invoke comparisons to 
Thomas Sharpe or even Thorne 
Smith at his most madcap. If 
British comedy on PBS is to your 
liking, than you'll probably find 


ing book truly is. | was 
previously unfamiliar 
with James Hynes, but 
duly noted that this col- 
lection has been 
praised by everyone 
from Jonathan Yardley 
of The Washington 
Postto Sandra Chait of 
The Seattle Post- 
Intelligencer to our own 
Mr. Brutarian, Dom 
Salemi. 

To best grasp what a 
strange book this is, the 
; reader is asked to 
| imagine Thomas 
Sharpe turning his ven 
omous pen towards the 
ivy towers of American 
higher education while 
incorporating nods to 
source material ranging 
from the classical ghost 
Stories of the aforementioned 
M.H. James and the graphic 
morality plays of the EC Comics 
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your funny-bone tickled Бу much 
of this, particularly Queen of the 
Jungle and Casting the Runes. 
So what we have here is a 
collection of horror stories that 
are to predictable to satisfy as 
horror fiction. An academic 
satire that is far too reliant on 
slapstick to maintain the level of 
subtlety required of great satire. 
A study of characters who are for 
the most part too pathetically 
cartoonish to be taken seriously, 
all told. Surely a recipe for 
colossal failure . . . Not so! 
James Hynes demonstrates that 
he is such an accomplished liter- 
ary Frankenstein that he can 
carefully stitch and graft these 
odd parts together into a mon- 
strously enjoyable book. 
John Pelan 


BITCH: 

IN PRAISE OF DIFFICULT 
WOMEN 

Elizabeth Wurtzel 

(1998) Doubleday 


It's hard for a woman to get 
attention in the press these days, 
when it seems that everybody 
and her sister is mouthing off, or 
posing nude, or both. Blame it 
on Demi Moore. Or Howard 
Stern, in and out of drag. Still, 
Elizabeth Wurtzel, author of 
Prozac Nation, has elbowed her 
way through the crowd and had 
her naked self (okay, half of it) 
emblazoned on the cover of her 
new book, Bitch. Must have felt 
thirty coming on or something. 
Nice tits, though, and the air- 
brushing is discreet. 

Good ploy: Men will pick up 
the book and fondle it in every 
Borders and Barnes & Noble. 
Women will frown, squint, read 
blurbs, then buy it anyway. Both 
will be disappointed by ultimately 
flat geography. For all its postur- 
ing and F-wording and pop-cul- 
ture iconography and yes, even 
its tits, Bitch signifies nothing. 
The most shocking thing 
between the covers is its convo- 
luted, zig-zag, serial run-on sen- 
tences, a paean to Attention 
Deficit Disorder. | had to won- 
der, a few chapters in, just exact- 
ly what Wurtzel was on when 
she typed this pseudo- 


64 


Faulknerian mess - 
something a heck of 
a lot stronger than 
Prozac, | hope. 

Though | ought to 
know better by now, | 
was looking forward 
to Bitch. Hyped it 
has been, as a sort of 
21st Century 
Vindication of the 
Rights of Woman, the 
author promoted as a 
latter-day, cuter ver- 
sion of Mary 
Wollstonecraft. Well, 
Wollstonecraft will 
regurgitate in her 
19th Century grave if 
she ever reads an 
afterlife copy. 
Wurtzel is blatantly 
coasting, skating 
along on the glassy 
surface of her own 
self-absorption. If 
she had less photo- 
genic, er, extremities, 
she'd be gazing 
strictly in the bath- 
room mirror, rather 
than at a computer 
screen, turning out 
this marshmallow 
topping. Crazy 
salad, hold the meat. 

Here’s Wurtzel, 
breathlessly decod- 
ing the Bible via 
celebrity worship: "I 
think, finally, for 
Delilah, disempower- 
ing Samson seemed 
like the best shot she 
had at keeping him around... 
And as much as Samson in his 
tragic heroism resembles suici- 
dal Kurt Cobain, in his forceful- 
ness, in his presumptiveness, in 
his peacock pride, he also 
reminds me a bit of O.J. 
Simpson.” 

The late Cobain pops up a lot, 
as does wife Courtney Love, 
whom - along with Madonna - 
Wurtzel adores. Love’s every 
wardrobe change, PR move, and 
plastic surgery is but more proof 
of the woman's genius. Wurtzel 
is fascinated with most any B- 
actress or self-promoting rock 
star or hyper-super-duper-model, 
and assumes we are too: 


In 
Praise of 
Difficult 


Women 


"... When we watch Julia 
Roberts, Sharon Stone, Cher or 
Barbara Streisand is it because 
of their messy, madcap private 
lives as much as anything . . . 
Actresses who do [manufacture 
fascination], even if their talent is 
minimal or unclear - think Drew 
Barrymore, Elizabeth Hurley, 
Madonna - will always find work, 
will always be on our minds, 
even if by all rights they have no 
business preoccupying any- 
body." 

The text is a mush of hastily 
scribbled lists and under-the- 
influence stream-of conscious- 
ness. It should have been subti- 
tled: Why You Should Raise 


Your Child Without A Television. 
Wurtzel pontificates on prime- 
time babes as if their on-screen 
lives hold the keys to success; 
as if two-dimensional characters 
like Ally McBeal - that quivering 
Mexican hairless pup in high- 
heeled sandals - are stars to 
steer by, in both senses of the 
word, and really affect our lives. 
Wasn't it just ten years ago 
Dan Quayle was ridiculed for 
acting as if unwed mother 
Murphy Brown was a real-world 
hellion leading good girls astray? 
If he'd only had the wits to drop 
his shorts while waxing serious 
about a television character, he 
could have had a book contract. 


The main problem behind Bitch 
is just such superficial, ephemer- 
al nonsense. Three-quarters of 
what Wurtzel packs in here is 
forgettable filler. In five years, 
Bitch will be an obscure refer- 
ence guide to canceled TV 
sludge, so-so movies, and 
retired pop stars. 

She blathers about killer bitch- 
es, inexplicably choosing Amy 
Fisher, a disturbed and misused 
teenager, as the lengthy star 
example. Grown-up uber-Bitch 
murderers like Aileen Wuornos 
are footnotes (Amy's cuter). And 
in a move both tasteless and 
beside the point, child killer 
Susan Smith somehow makes 
the exclusive criminal Bitch-list, 
too. 

When Wurtzel does tackle 
"serious" topics, sometimes she 
hits paydirt, noting - despite 
much huffing and puffing by 
Rush Limbaugh - that Hillary 
Rodham Clinton is neither a 
bona-fide Bitch, nor a bona-fide 
feminist. What appears to the 


right wing to be Rodham 
Clinton's self-righteous liberation 
is really severe frustration in dis- 
guise. Though equipped and 
educated for much more, like 
other First Ladies, "Hillary is just 
her husband's wife." But Wurtzel 
negates this insight by morphing 
instantly back to junior high 
school: "The First Lady earns 
less than you do. And she has 
thick calves." 

Wurtzel reserves her highest 
praise for women, no matter how 
weak and whiny, who get their 
way by throwing tantrums. 
Strong, confident women are 
often viewed as bitches simply 
because they're in control, but 
sometimes a Bitch is just a bitch. 
Wurtzel can't seem to tell the dif- 
ference. 

Ultimately Bitch is no X-rated 
feminist manifesto, or even a 
feminist brochure. Its worst sin 
is that the author moaningly, 
erroneously cedes all power to 
men. But the long rant must 
have saved Wurtzel a bundle on 


analysis. She vents about not 
being able to do what she wants, 
the way she wants, when she 
wants, all the time: “I intend to 
scream, shout, race the engine, 
call when | fell like it, throw 
tantrums in Bloomingdale's if | 
feel like it and confess intimate 
details about my life to complete 
strangers. | intend to do what I 
want to do and be whom | want 
to be an answer only to myself." 
My six-year-old daughter has 
outgrown such crap, but this, 


believe it or not, is Wurtzel's key- 


stone Bitch Philosophy. 

Well. | hope I never get seat- 
ed next to her on Pan Am. 
Later, she confess that, sadly, 
strangely, by the age of thirty 
she hasn't been able to make a 
relationship work; hasn't quite hit 
it off for the long run with any- 
one. Hel-llloooo? Then pro- 
duces a two-page looooong run- 
on laundry list of all her youthful 
misdeeds, here and abroad, 
which should have been subti- 
tled Gidget Goes Bananas. 


Yawn. Locker-room time, and 
naughty Liz has coach’s door 
key. 

And it’s alla damn shame. | 
suspect that there is in fact a 
substantial, thoughtful book that 
actually earns its shocks and 
revelations, full of honest mean- 
ing and revelation to both author 
and reader, somewhere inside 
Wurtzel. Because there’s an 
occasional glimmer: " - if we 
could transcend all this stuff that 
we live for and love so much - 
we might experience profound 
joy. But with comfort a given, it 
is only pain that registers as pro- 
found . . . pain has been wor- 
shipped and bound up in our 
sexuality in recent years as 
never before, as a pathetic sub- 
stitute for real feelings.” 

So maybe - if she can drag 
her gaze from inward, past the 
television, to really look around - 
maybe next time. Now, I’m won- 
dering: If | take off my outfit, can 
| be a Bitch too? 

Lenore Hart a 


ard Lee 


, and sexual violation. | 


оп 


of blatant 


American culture. 


ter all these years, to just watch his 


Premises of Otto Gast written & Ilustrated by Colin 
st-war Berlin, a murderous Surrealist forges a grotesque assortment of 
bizarre goal in mind: the recreation of his criminal accompli 


wonder if my every impression of historic 
events | didn’t personally experience is grossly 
inaccurate. It's bad enough we can't trust scholas- 
tic History books and Hollywood re-creations to be 
any more than thinly veiled propaganda. But 
when the nonfiction media—i.e., the sources 
believed to be objective and credible—spin fables 
that really “appear” to be legit, there’s big trouble 
a-brewin’. 

Here’s a for-instance: A&E produced a two-hour 
special on pro wrestling purported to be a detailed 
overview of the stretchin’ profession. 

Considering the time limitations and intricacy of 
subject matter, it was fairly well done. BUT, 
despite the immeasurable impact it has had on 
every aspect of the bonebending biz, my “Stately 
States” column in Wrestling World magazine didn’t 
garner a single mention! That's the equivalent of 
building a library devoted solely to the finest litera- 
ture of the 20th century without a Brutarian wing"! 

Those who read my remarkable punk scene 
piece a few issues ago (hold the applause) know 
exactly how | feel about revisionism re that sub- 
ject. Now it appears the Emperor’s New Clothes 
Tailoring Co. has performed a makeover on origi- 
nal punk’s sworn enemy, disco. Hey, and what- 
taya know, the corporate media’s sudden inter- 


It seems like the more | see supposedly | 
responsible documentaries concerning sub- 
jects I’m intimately familiar with, the more | 

behavior they promoted 

that thoroughly repulsed 

me. 


‘io 


est in ballyhooing the Seventies plague just 
happens to magically correspond with the 
films. Isn’t that totally coincidental? 

PH tell you what's no coincidence: the 
milieu was not Staying Alive but rather 
Do The Hustle. The suckers on the floor N 
the hottest dance step; in actuality, the true «di : 
hustlers were the conspiring entrepreneurs, 
marks’ pockets and purses. Even though | loathe 
disco, | begrudgingly respect the benefi- 
ignorant masses. 

Chalk it up to honor among thieves, | 
exploiting the weak-minded, | can hardly 
feign total indignation regarding the opera-: 


release of a handful of major-studio disco 
song that epitomized the entire disco T 
thought the latter referred to performing 
gleefully vacuuming every last cent out of their 
ciaries for their efficiency in fleecing the 
suppose. As a fervent believer in 

tors of Disco Incorporated; it's the 


66 


| must admit the 
sociopath in me is 
fascinated by how the 
monster grew to myth- 
ical proportions. 
There are thousands of celebri- 
ties in New York City, right? In 
an area populated by over ten 


million, a few dozen stars were 
lured to Studio 54. Numerically 


speaking, not a particularly impressive ratio; 
nonetheless, this illusion of discos as ultraglam- 
orous palaces where commoners could rub elbows 
with royalty as peers gave birth to hundreds of 54- 


wannabes around 
the globe. = cep 
Was the ^ Q ei O 


һу Stately 


average doofus delusional enough to buy into the 
“everybody is а star" claptrap? You betcha! 

While the documentaries would have you 
believe discos were coke-fueled orgies where one 
could boogie-oogie-oogie with Bianca until one's 
face hurt from smiling, reality told a much grimmer 
tale. Far from being an anything-goes, everyone- 
equal bacchanalia, disco hammered home the 
strongest messages of elitism and conformity 
since the fall of the Third Reich. 

Disco denizens didn't merely go up to the gate- 
keeper and overpay for the privilege of buying 
overpriced drinks in an overcrowded room with a 
bass drum booming so loud and incessantly, the 
most oft-repeated expression of the night was 
"Huh?" They had to first meet the approval of the 
doorway judging panel, allowing entrance only to 
those who looked "acceptable." 

І for one would never be barred from anywhere 
for not being attractive enough; but, imagine how 
humiliating it must have been for the sad saps who 
were left out in the cold while their peers gained 
admittance. Little did they realize it was a blessing 
in disguise—the [real] losers were the ones inside. 

"Acceptable" in this circle meant superstrict 
adherence to the prescribed dress and grooming 
codes, i.e., high-ticket, designer-brand this and 
that from head to toe. (The message: the poor 
need not apply.) A gaggle of freaky costumed 
weirdos generally made it past the portal to 
demonstrate how "avant garde" management pre- 
tended to be—and to provide the regulars with 
someone to feel superior to. Otherwise, Disco 
Dan and Donna had better be wearing a get-up 
exceeding the value of his/her weekly 
salary...AND, of paramount importance, willfully 
accept that deviation from the norm was punish- 
able by immediate banishment. If one donned 
those They Live glasses, | swear the “Disco” sign 
would read “Conform!” 

The outright discrimination at the door (What 
Constitution?) reprised all the horrors of high 
school cliquery and its caste system magnified 
ten-fold. “You don’t have a Givenchy bag? Sorry, 
honey, you can’t socialize with us." The irony, of 
course, is that anyone with an iota of dignity would 
not want to be with such vacuous jerks. 

Everyone in variations of the same clothing 
(“Conform!”), dancing the same steps 
(“Conform!”); the exact same rhythm in every song 
("Conform"); an amped-up meat market environ- 


ment for oxygen-wasters who erroneously thought 
if they spent enough, it would somehow give them 
class—that's the actual foundation of the phenom- 
enon. Picture yourself in a roomful of excessively 
self-conscious bubbleheads trying far too desper- 
ately to convince each other they've reached the 
apex of fun. 

Truth be told, disco was a "party" for zilches who 
couldn't get invited to a real one. 

Let's see, we've got Don and Donna in suits and 
dresses, touch-dancing beneath a mirror ball to 
music performed by orchestras—just like their par- 
ents did in the Forties. This is the “decadence” the 
revisionists are constantly stressing?!? Мо, what 
we have now is nothing-happening individuals 
STILL trying to convince everyone else they 
reached the apex of fun twenty-odd years ago. 
Even if Studio 54 was half as debauched as the 
talking (coke-)heads on documentaries would like 
you to believe, it was one damn club in America's 
most popular region, a fluke, an anomaly. To por- 
tray the disco scene as if every nightspot was like 
S54 is about as accurate as the belief that all 
Fifties life was like Happy Days . 

I only wish | had a time machine so | could show 

readers first-hand what zombietoriums discos 
were, fantasylands for foolish failures. We could 
also hop over to Max's Kansas City to spot the one 
punk rocker in the crowd with a mohawk....but 
that's another story. 
HUBBA HUBBA HONEYS: WKRP's Jan 
Smithers, Dawn "Maryann" Wells of Gilligan's 
Island, Annette O'Toole in Cat People; a Bangle 
not named Hoff, the list goes on: This issue's 
Hubba Honey tribute is dedicated to "the other 
woman", all those fetching femmes who were as 
comely as their counterparts—and often more 
so—but were shamefully overlooked by a 
Pavlovian public drooling feverishly over the 
cuties' costars. Worse yet, the snubbed senoritas 
suffered the indignity of having to "grin and bear it" 
lest they came off as catty couriers of sour grapes 
(a/k/a Jan Brady Syndrome.) The "average man" 
is such an embarrassment. 

On rare occasions the "other woman" eventually 
gets her due, as in the case of Heart's Nancy 
Wilson having the last laugh on her big sister. For 
the remainder, І hope the HHH recognition will 
serve as some minor consolation. 


—your friend, S W Manor a 


My first thought when I heard about 
Heilman-C’s art exhibition-cum-live- 
sex show extravaganza was that the 
“straight” world was once again, 
exploiting the porn population. My 
husband had to laugh when I told him 
this. “I didn’t think it was possible to 
exploit an exploitative business. Is it?” 

Sure, it is. 

There was a glossy double-page ad 
spread in the oh-so-trendy gallery rag, 
Art Forum Magazine. In no uncertain 
terms, it announced that carnal cru- 
saders Missy, Mickey G, Anna Malle 
and Hank Armstrong would be “рег- 
forming” at the event. And as we all 
know, they don’t play the piano. At 
least not with their hands. 

Why was I so surprised when the 
cobblestone streets of New York City’s 
artsy-fartsy Soho district were choked 
with thousands of bodies this past 
February 21? Was it the opening of 
artist Heilman-C’s one-woman show 
or the fact that four well-known fuck- 
stars would be rutting in the back room 
of the Jack Tilton Gallery? 

Outside, traffic was caught in a nasty 
snarl as onlookers gawked and guests of 
this invitation-only hoo-ha elbowed their 
way through the Greene Street entrance 
like K-Mart shoppers on a mission. Once 
inside, invitees had to sign release forms 
before they could penetrate the carnal 
kingdom. Cameras, video and otherwise, 
were strictly verboten. 

Hung on the gallery’s starched white 
walls was Los Angeles-based artist 
Heilman-C’s Self-Portrait Porno Series. 


“ 


Іп 
fact, virtu- 
ally all of Ms. 
C’s works are 
her self-portraits. 
She’s been known 
to superimpose her 
image on tabloid 
magazine covers, into Picassos and 
O’Keefes and into horrific accident scene 
pics. Why? By putting herself into her 
pieces, Heilman-C exclaims she “is not 
afraid to expose myself for all that I am, 
including what others would classify as 
character 
flaws and 
personal 
faults." 

At the 
gallery, 
viewers 
were treat- 
ed to 
Heilman- 
C's pretty 
face on the 
covers of 
smut rags 
like 
Hustler and 
Barely 
Legal. But 
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toward the back of the gallery lay what the 
droves had really cum to see: Missy, 
Mickey G, Anna Malle and Hank 
Armstrong doing what they do. For three 
solid hours, they did “live sex acts.” 
Gapers were led in like moo-less cattle, 
fenced off from the lustfest, then prodded 
out so a roomful of others could take a 
peep. Sexologist Dr. Susan Block presided 
with a mike in one hand and a fake phal- 
lus in the other, uttering gems like, “Oooh, 
he's licking her ass!” 

Sexual celebrities Annie Sprinkle and 
Veronica Vera, who were touted on the 
invite, elected not to attend. 

And where was the artiste of the hour 
Heilman-C? She was behind one of the 
video cameras. But was she filming the 
nitty gritty on the mattress beside her? 
“Hardly,” admits the attractive, short- 
haired blonde afterwards, “I had my cam- 
era pointed out toward the audience. To 
me, that was the real story: the reactions 
of the people watching the sex.” 

Missy and her hubby Mickey G kissed 
and caressed as if no one else was in the 
room. In reality, hundreds clamored into 
the small, hot space to spy the hard-core 
humping. This pretty winner of an 
esteemed "Best New Performer of the 
Year" trophy wore long black gloves, 
stockings, pumps and little else. Mickey 


wore nothing but Missy’s legs wrapped 
around his waist. 

Anna Malle was clad a pair of danger- 
ously high heels and a wicked smile. An 
exhibitionist at heart, Malle talked directly 
to the 
audience 
and asked 
what toys 
they want- 
ed her to 
use. 

Malle 

obliged 

most 

requests 

with 

enthusi- 

asm and 

even tried 

to impale 

herself on 

a ridiculously-large rubber phallus. She 
smacked the base on the shiny wooden 
floor, got it to stick with suction and sad- 
dled up. Malle’s mate, Hank, also complied 
to the audible suggestion box. 

So, with props like whips, lube and an 
assortment of vibrators, Missy, Mickey, 
Malle and Armstrong demonstrated how 
they earned their pennies in Porndom. 

A number of video cameras captured the 
erotic action. Interviewers queried through 
the crowd to chronicle their feelings about 
watching a live fuck show. When a guy in 
the throng said in no uncertain terms what 
he'd like to do, Joe S. was given the rare 
opportunity to make the quartet a quintet. 
Condom clad, of course. 

It was a strange collection of X-rated per- 
sonalities like Candida Royalle, А1 
Goldstein (who wondered aloud, “What am 
I doing here?"), Rick Savage, R.C. Horsch, 
Eric Danville of Screw and Neville 
Chambers rubbing elbows and other body 
parts with the fancy New York City art 
community. At times, it was difficult to tell 
who was who and which was which. 
Believe it or not, straight and porn people 
look the same when they have their clothes 
on! 

Afterwards, the sex stars joined their 
fawning fans at a Park Avenue Country 
Club party. Malle was her usual laid-back 
self, flashing various bodyparts, standing on 
chairs to greet friends. “You better kiss me 
on the lips, bitch!” Malle scolded me. “I 
brushed my teeth afterwards." 

How tough was it pumping in public? 
Mickey G admitted, "At first it was very 


difficult. Immediately after we arrived, we 
had to start. We had no time to warm up or 
relax. It was a real mob scene. But it 
helped when I started thinking of it in a dif- 
ferent way. I pictured the gallery as the 
canvas. 


It's casual... 


get off. The audience got to see the pop 
shot plus Missy and me caressing after- 
wards. It was intense." 

Except for a case of aching balls, Mr. G 
had no battle scars. When asked, the shy 
but lovely Missy smiled demurely, still 


Dr. Susan Bléek & friend 


We were the paints and the people watching 
were the artists. Every time they showed 
new people into the room, the picture 
changed." 

Cocksman Hank Armstrong said, “Т still 
can't believe I did this. It was so different 
than a porn shoot. There, only one person 
gives you directions. Here, different peo- 
ple yelled out things, like, ‘Hey, stand on 
your head and fuck her.’ It was distracting 
until I just learned to tune them all out." 

Amazingly, Mickey G kept pounding 
away for the duration of the performance. 
In retrospect, he said, "Toward the end, I 
asked someone what time it was. 8:50. 
Only ten minutes left to go. When they 
ushered the last group of people into the 
gallery, that was it, I knew I could finally 


flushed from 
the experi- 
ence. “I’m not 
as sore as I 
thought Га 
be," she 
blushed. 

So, in the 
end, was the 
porn industry 
ultimately 
exploited? I 
think not. 

I hope 
Heilman-C 
sold a lot of 
art. She treated the pornsters with respect 
and put them up in a nice hotel. 

I hope the nice, neat New York art peo- 
ple got what they came for—to live vicari- 
ously watching other people fuck. 

And the porn performers got what they 
came for, too. They got paid to get laid. 

And in the name of art, “art lovers" also 
got an eyeful. They waited for hours in the 
cold winter night. They got rowdy. They 
got frustrated. They got pushed, shoved, 
jostled, jangled and some, even got turned 
away. 

So, who was exploited this time? 


The truly rotund Herr 
Goldstein 


Interested in Heilman-C's artwork? 
Check out her Web site at www.heilman- 
c.com. 


His Holiness reviews all things 
pious in the counter-culture world 


Buon giorno, my flock. Your spiritual leader is back once 
again to let you in on what you needs be perusing, listening 
and/or buying. Although be warned, you will have to go to 
Confession after purchasing any of this nonsense. Yes, if 
His Holiness had his way the reader of these words would 
be reading nothing save Augustine’s Confessions. Or listen- 
ing to nada save Machaut; but then there would be no col- 
umn. Or any fun. Fun seems good, my children; yet in real- 
ity, itis not so good. Life is pain. Then comes the death. 
This is God’s plan. Thus, the fun has no place in God’s 
world. Despite this knowledge, Man, meaning those with 
penises and those without penises, continues to have and 
look for the fun. Even in My Church where they are now 
touching each other and making the kiss of peace at the end 
of the Mass. Andrea del Sarto! 

So The Pope, understanding the weakness of His follow- 
ers, feels it necessary to be your guide in the world of Sin. 


Still, He does this quite reluctantly. With great sorrow as 
well. Praying on this matter night after night however, has 
brought Him to the realization that there is no other way to 
preempt the Methodists who would lead you onto the path 
of damnation. Damnation without hope of heavenly reward. 
You may ask yourself how He can do this without He 
Himself being guilty of transgressing. Do not trouble your- 
self with this. You have enough problems of your own what 
with your excessive drinking and chronic priapism. The 
Pope answers to no one. Here or in the hereafter . . . 

Rudolpho my amanuensis has found yet another way to 
torture His Holiness. It is not enough that he leaves lucky 
issue 13 of HAIR TO STAY, the world’s only magazine for 
lovers of hirsute women ($12 to Winter Publishing, Box 
80667, Dartmouth, MA 02748) on his badly stained chaise 
lounge; now he has found something even more vile with 
which to lead Him into temptation. It is called EQUUS 
EROTICUS, a dis- 
gustingly glossy 
publication contain- 
ing - Madre de 
Dios! - pituras, his- 
torias and articolos 
about теп апа | 
women adorned іп 
pony bondage gear. 
Girolamo 
Savonarola! It is : : 

. Younn Lady Explores 
almost impossible BEL 
to suffer the blind 
wickedness of such 
practitioners. 
Fortunately for 
these English, they E 
have bound them- 
selves in such a 
way it seems 
impossible to do lit- 
tle more than ride and whip themselves. Nevertheless, 
should such sinful practices spread to the doors of St. 
Peter's He will be forced to render a judgement of damnatio 
ab bestas (death by beasts). Better to let your carnality find 
a home with the red headed cover girl in the Hair magazine. 
If you must, send $13 to Magic Pony Productions, Box 
2408, Germantown, MD 20875-2408... 

There are many magazines attempting to fuse sex and 
corruption, one of the most egregious is MISANTHROPE, 
which He cannot condemn outright as it is so elegante laid 
out and written. Тһе debut issue contains intervistas con 
prankster and anti-musician Boyd Rice and transgressive 
filmmaker Richard Wolstencroft. Plus dark fiction by serial 
killer Gerald J. Schaefer, Wayne Edwards and three other 
alienatos. And articolos on euthanasia and cannibalism con 
masterfully revolting illustratas. If you make it to the back 
pages there are a number of reviews of equally vomitaro 


‘Pony Girl — 
“Tame Down’ 
Сонет, Stay and 
co Photographs i 


An hteniew ийй. 
Mike Derrick 


publications including Brutarian. 
Now that Jim Goad of Answer Me 
fame has stopped publishing these 
pazzo Australians have truly pre- 
empted the field of wickedness as 
transcendence. ($6 to Fiendish 
Press, Box 7545, St. Kilda Road, 


THE FANG (4 


1998 Catalog 


Featuring Hundreds af Classic Horrer & Sci-Fi, Exploitation, 
30 £ Bad Girls and Rock N' Reil Videos 


winos Element 79. How 
they have managed to cor- 
ral so many talented dere- 
lictas in so short a time is 
almost beyond the ken of 
your spiritual leader but 


Melbourne VIC 3004, Australia) . . . 
Also from the Fatal Shore is, 
FATAL VISIONS, Australia's 
answer to Psychotronic. While the 
latter has improved quite a bit in the 
writing department, Michael Weldon 
and Co. still have many rivers to 
cross to match these visionaries. 
Yes, the work of the inept and the 
insane are given wide play but it 
spews forth from the perspective of 
literate and educated sensibilities 
refusing to waste your time peram- 
bulating in trash merely because it is 
trash. This is highly unusual. This 
is highly entertaining. This is the 
prodotto of people who understand 
the Socratic unities. This is a cry for 
gainful employment by Yours Truly 
($6 to Fatal Visions, Box 1184, 
Thornbury VIC 3071 Australia) .. . 
Speaking of trash, there is TRASH PALACE. Brian 
Horrorwitz has no equal in the field of ephmera. His recent- 
ly published catalog is chock full of obscura films, posters, 
records and garbage. Need а press book for Bad Girls Go 
To Hell? Brian probably has it or can tell you where to get 
it. And if you need a band to 
tarta up a party, Mr. Horrowitz 
has not one, but two aggregatos 
who can help your guests get 
zombified: Date Bait and/or The 
Ubangis. For a whole lot less 
than The Cramps (Brian D. 
Horrorwitz, Box 2565, Silver 
Spring, MD 20915 ог 
trashpal € erols.com) . . . 
In the United States of 
Apostasy, the leading practition- 
ers of garage and punk are Crypt 
and Estrus. Now they will have 
to move over for 360 TWIST. 
They have recently mailed their 
entira batcho of spring releases to 
The Pope and He is quite 
impressed. Singles includa 
incendiary efforts by the Godlike 
Quadrajets and full length discs 


by the bratty Vendettas and beat 


you can take this to the 
banco: this label does not 
make mistakes (Write for 
catalog at Box 9367, 
Denver, CO 80209)... 

He also must tell you 
about THE FANG illus- 
trato catalog of obscure 
horror, fifties and sixties 
horror and jd films and 
molto molto more. It is a 
truly bene collectione that 
has little of the filth but 
much acceptable jiggling 
of the women and the 
bloodletting as the movies 
here were made before 
Hugh Hefner and the sex 
fever took hold of 
America (Box 3333, Main 
Post Office, NY NY 
10116)... 

As we were going to press Crypt’s Brett Martin called us 
to tell us about a new series of ‘60s garage obscuritas they 
are calling, for no good reason, TEENAGE SHUTDOWN. 
Original 45s of American teenage failures transferred onto 
analog reels via a $30,000 turntable with a $3,500 mono 
needle. Good money 
chasing after bad if 
anybody is asking 
His Holiness. He 
thinks it sounds better 
scratchy and tinny. 
Just the way old 
grainy film looks bet- 
ter. But you know 
the songs here will be 
great. And that there 
will be many of them. 
Thirty volumes. Five 
released at a time. 
85% of the, how you 
say, Slices, have 
never been re- 
released. Не has 
been given the names 
of the first five titles 
but this is not impor- 
tant. Just call Crypt 


Color Boxes featuring 0 
OVER 50 NEW 
All Video Formats Available! 
24 Hour Phone & Fax Services 
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in Los Angeles and ask for them all . . . series include 
ғ | 


They по longer send the books to Him which is a S.R.O. by Robert 
mortal sin, nevertheless CREATION BOOKS, despite Deane Pharr, an 
the constant threats of excommunication, still manages incredible saga of 
to put out great stuff. In your better bookstores look for a drunken writer’s 
Fetish Blonde by John Gilmore the author of the mag- attempts to get his 
nifico Hollywood expose, Laid Bare (Amok Books) and head put together 
Meat Is Murder, an illustrated guide to the cannibal cul- while living con a 
ture. Films about this horror. Myths about this abomi- menagerie of 
nation. The real life crimes of beastas Albert Fish and lunatics, whores 
Jeffrey Dahmer. With vomitare illustratos. The Pope, and drug addicts 
even with the agida caused by this strong Meat, He in a welfare hotel 
could not put itdown... in Harlem and a 
Chester Himes’ 
prison saga which 
teat Spore —< The Pope did not, 
sx: CREATION BOOKS — 75 | itive wan 2ір 

72 v but all the criticos 
are foaming like 
the rabid dogs 
about. Regardless 
of what His 
Holiness thinks, 
any novel in this 
series is likely to blow you like a crazy as they all smack of 
failure, mentale and sexual dementia. And sometimes of 
great beauty. Look for these at better book stores and in 
ghettoes in major American cities . . . 

That is all for now infants, try to be good to one another 
and not stare at the behinds of total strangers for too long . . 


Caucasians look to young ghetto-dwellers making rap for 
the authentic Negro experience. This is wrong. Buffed mul- 
lions who enjoy juxtaposing euphemisms for penis with vile 
descriptions of their sexual prowess have nothing to tell us 
(except perhaps for Public Enemy and KRS-1). That is why 
the people at the venerable publishing house of Norton have 
started OLD SCHOOL BOOKS. These are novels by for- 
gotten Afro-American writers who, how do I say, tell it like 
itis. Si? No attempt to fashion art but rather to communi- š Gilmore 
cate from the foul rag and bone-shop of the heart as the 
sainted Yeats was wont to put it. The latest titles in the 
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72€ THE LARGEST COLLECTION OF Y 

48 CLASSIC, FOREIGN, € CULT | 
FILMS ON VIDEO! 


Call 1% 800 * VAULT * 66 
For Info! 
(1-800-828-5866) 
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Your Alternative Video Store W 
323 S. Washington St. 
Alex., VA 22314 
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